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«l  ffo  War. 


GOD  SAVE  THE  NATION  1* 

BY  THEODORE   TILTON. 

THOU  who  ordainest,  for  the  land's  salvation, 
Famine,  and  fire,  and  sword,  and  lamentation, 
Now  unto  Thee  we  lift  our  supplication- 
God  save  the  Nation  1 

By  the  great  sign,  foretold,  of  Thy  Appearing,   . 
Coming  in  clouds,  while  mortal  men  stand  fearing, 
Show  us,  amid  this  smoke  of  battle,  clearing, 
Thy  chariot  nearing  1 

By  the  brave  blood  that  floweth  like  a  river, 
Hurl  Thou  a  thunderbolt  from  out  Thy  quiver  1 
Break  Thou  the  strong  gates !   Every  fetter  shiver  I 
Smite  and  deliver  I 

Blay  Thou  our  foes,  or  turn  them  to  derison  I— • 
Then,  in  the  blood-red  Valley  of  Decision, 
Make  the  land  green  with  Peace,  as  in  a  "vision 
OffieldsElysian! 

*  This  hymn  hat  been  twelve  timegie  to  music. 


FLAG  OF  THE  CONSTELLATION.      M 

A  path  to  the  country  where  Freedom  abides ! 
Division!     No,  never?    The  Union  forever  1 
.     .And  cursed  be  the  hand  that  our  country  would 
sever  ? 

v. 
The  Union !    The  Union !    In  God  we  repose ! 

We  confide  in  the  power  that  vanquished  our  foes! 
The  God  of  our  fathers.     Oh,  still  may  Be  be 

The  strength  of  the  Union,  the  hope  of  the  free! 
Division!     No,  never  I     The  Union  forever  ! 
And  cursed  be  the  hand  that  our  country  would 
sever  1 


FLAG  OF  THE  CONSTELLATION. 

BY   T.    BUCHANAN    BEAD. 

THE  stars  of  morn  on  our  banner  borne 

With  the  iris  of  heaven  are  blended ; 
The  hand  of  our  sires  first  mingled  those  firef 

And  by  us  they  shall  be  defended. 

CHORUS. 
Then  hail  the  true  Red,  White,  and  Blue, 

The  flag  of  the  constellation  ; 
It  sails  as  it  sailed  by  oar  forefather!  hailed, 

O'er  battles  that  made  us  a  nation. 

What  hand  so  bold,  as  strike  from  its  fold, 
One  star  or  one  stripe  of  its  bright'ning  f 

For  him  be  those  stars  each  a  fiery  Mars, 
Each  stripe  be  a  terrible  lightning. 
Then  hail  the  true  Red,  etc. 

Its  meteor  form  shall  ride  the  storm, 
Till  the  fiercest  of  foes  surrender ; 

The  storm  gone  by,  it  shall  gild  the  sky, 
A  rainbow  of  peace  and  of  splendor 
Then  hail  the  true  Red,  etc. 


WAR  SONG. 

Peace  to  the  world,  is  our  motto  unfurled, 
Though  we  shun  not  the  field  that  is  gory  ; 

At  home  or  abroad,  fearing  none  but  onr  God, 
We  will  carve  our  own  pathway  to  glory. 
Then  hail  the  true  Red,  etc. 


WAR  SONG. 

BY  WILLIAM   H.   0.   HOSMEB. 

WITH  sword  on  thigh,  "  to  do  or  die," 

I  march  to  meet  the  foe  ; 
A  pirate  band  have  cursed  the  land, 

Then  deal  the  deadly  blow. 
To  Richmond  on,  and  write  upon 

Her  walls  the  words  of  doom  ; 
Secession's  horde  from  Freedom's  sword. 
Deserves  a  bloody  tomb. 

Sound,  bugle,  sound  ;  a  rally  round 

The  Star-flag  of  the  Free  ; 
Nursed  by  a  flood  of  generous  blood 

Was  Freedom's  sacred  tree. 
Accursed  by  God  in  dust  he  trod  ' 

Rebellion's  hellish  horde  ; 
The  fiends  to  tame  hearts  are  aflame 

With  cannon  peal  and  sword. 

Tis  hard  to  leave  the  babes  that  grier* 
For  a  fond,  absent  sire  ; 

His  cherished  wife,  charm  of  his  life 
To  brave  the  battle's  fire. 

But  duty  calls,  and  loudly  falls 
Our  war-cry  on  the  ear  ; 

Our  banners  wave  above  the  brave—- 
Then on  I  and  know  not  fear. 


HE  SLEEPS  WHERE  HE  FELL.         11 
HE  SLEEPS  WHERE  HE  FELL. 

ANONYMOUS. 

HE  sleeps  where  he  fell  'mid  the  battle's  roar, 

With  his  comrades  true  and  brave  ; 
And  his  noble  form  we  shall  see  no  more, — 

It  rests  in  a  hero's  grave  : 
Where  the  rebel  foe  in  his  might  came  forth, 

With  all  his  power  and  pride  ; 
And  our  gallant  men  from  the  rugged  North 

Like  patriots  fought  and  died. 

He  sleeps  near  the  hill  where  bright  flowers  grow, 

In  the  wildest  woodland  shade  ; 
Where  the  valley  stream,  in  the  dell  below, 

With  an  echo  fills  the  glade  ; 
Where  the  boasting  lines  of  the  traitor-South 

Filed  up,  o'er  the  grassy  banks, 
Till  the  bursting  shells  from  our  cannon's  mouth 

Flung  death  in  their  broken  ranks. 

He  sleeps  'neath  the  sod  where  I  prayerfully  knelt, 

While  the  enemy  round  me  stood, 
As  I  took  from  the  corse  his  battle-belt, 

Still  wet  with  his  heart's  warm  blood  ; 
And  the  summer  day  closed  its  light  on  earth, 

And  my  soul  grew  sad  with  pain, 
As  they  bore  me  away  with  oaths  and  mirth, 

O'er  piles  of  the  bleeding  slaiu. 

He  sleeps  where  the  blest  of  our  glorious  dead 

Were  left  on  the  sacred  land  ; 
Where  the  daring  deeds,  ere  his  spirit  fled, 

He  led  with  a  bold  command  1 
He  sleeps — yes,  he  sleeps,  undisturbed  by  war, 

Though  tyrants  tramp  o'er  his  breast ; 
For,  with  those  who  slumber  in  glory  afar. 

He  takes  an  immortal  rest 
Fort  Delaware. 


18     THE  RF^  STAHT  OX  THE  LEAVES. 
THE  RED  STAIN  ON  THE  LEAVES. 


BY    O.    W.    BUN  GAY. 


THE  wood-bird's  nest  upon  the  bcugh 

Deserted  hungs,  and  heaped  with  leaves; 
Once  filled  with  life  and  joy,  but  now 

Sad  as  a  stricken  heart  that  grieves. 
Amid  the  light  of  such  a  scene, 

Where  silent  vales  and  hills  are  clad 
In  gayest  hues  of  gold  and  green, 

Why  should  the  human  heart  be  sad  t 

Yet  sombre  thoughts  flit  through  the  mind, 

And  pass  unspoken  and  unsung, 
As  leaves,  touched  by  the  autumn  wind, 

Fall  from  the  twigs  to  which  they  clung. 
Here,  like  the  patriarch  in  kis  dream, 

We  see  the  ladder  angels  trod ; 
The  mountains  to  our  vision  seem 

A  footstool  at  the  throne  of  God. 

The  veils  of  golden  mist  that  rise 

Over  the  woodlands  to  the  sea, 
Drop  where  the  gallant  soldier  lies, 

Whose  furlough  is  eternity. 
Upon  the  leaves  now  sear  and  red, 

That  once  were  flakes  of  fire  to  me, 
I  see  the  blood  our  armies  shed, 

That  our  dear  country  may  be  free. 


FOLLOWING  THE   DRUM. 

KISS  me  good-by,  my  dear  !"  he  said  ; 
44  When  I  come  back  we  will  be  wed." 
Crying,  she  kissed  him,  "  Good-by,  Ned  I* 

And  the  soldier  followed  the  drum, 
The  drum, 

The  echoing,  echoing  drum. 


THE  DYING  SOLDIER.  1% 

Rataplan  !    Rataplan  I    Rataplan  I 
Follow  me,  follow  me,  each  true  man  ; 
Living  or  dying,  strike  while  you  can  I 

And  the  soldiers  followed  the  drum, 
The  drum, 

The  echoing,  echoing  drum. 

Proudly  and  firmly  march  off  the  men ; 
Who  had  a  sweetheart  thought  cf  her  then  j 
Tears  were  coming,  but  brave  lips  smiled  when  . 

The  soldiers  followed  the  drum, 
The  drum, 

The  echoing,  echoing  drum. 

One  with  a  woman's  curl  next  to  his  heart, 

He  felt  her  last  smile  pierce  like  a  dart ; 

She  thought  "  death  in  life"  comes  when  we  part 

From  soldiers  following  the  drum, 
The  drum, 

The  echoing,  echoing  drum. 


THE  DYING  SOLDIER. 

WEARY  and  worn  to  a  skeleton  form 

He  lay  on  a  couch  of  pain, 
And  his  wish  at  even,  his  prayer  at  morn, 

Were  to  visit  his  home  again. 

He  talked  of  his  mother  far  away, 
And  he  talked  of  his  lonely  wife, 

When  the  fever  frenzied  his  burning  head 
And  loosened  his  hold  of  life. 

He  talked  of  his  home,  the  fair  free  land, 
The  home  of  his  childhood's  play  ; 

He  talked  of  his  babe,  and  the  large  tears  fett 
And  rolled  from  his  checks  away. 


20  THE  DFING  SOLDIER. 

We  told  him  his  feet  might  never  again 

Walk  over  his  native  sod, 
But  ere  long  they  should  tread  the  golden  streets, 

At  home  in  the  city  of  God. 

And  we  said  though  his  eye  should  never  behold 

The  forms  of  his  earth's  deep  love, 
He  should  wait  for  them  there,  by  the  life  river  fair, 

In  the  garden  of  beauty  above. 

But  he  wept,  and  he  talked  of  his  burial  lone 

In  a  stranger's  unnoticed  bed, — 
That  no  rose  by  affection's  hand  would  be  trained 

To  wave  o'er  his  grave  when  dead. 

We  told  him  that  God  would  mark  the  spot 

Where  all  of  his  children  lay, 
And  not  one  of  his  loved  ones  be  forgot 

On  the  resurrection  day. 

But  he  sighed  and  whispered — "  So  long,  so  long, 

So  many  long  weary  years  1 
And  my  lonely  wife  and  little  one 

Alone  in  a  vale  of  tears." 

We  told  him  the  Word  of  God  had  gone  forth, 

In  truth  and  holiness, 
As  the  Friend  of  the  widow's  lonely  life, 

The  Guide  of  the  fatherless. 

When  death  had  stilled  that  loving  heart, 

Kind  hands  with  gentle  care 
Had  saved  for  her,  that  lonely  wife, 

One  tress  of  his  long,  bright  hair. 

Then  they  wrapped  the  worn-out  soldier's  clotbei 

Round  the  martyred  hero's  breast, 
And  in  his  rude,  unvarnished  bed, 

Laid  him  sadly,  away  to  rest. 

Not  a  hymn  was  sung,  not  a  prayer  was  raised, 

Not  a  word  of  counsel  said, 
But  the  hireling's  rude,  uncareful  hands 

Filed  the  damp  mould  o'er  his  head.  M. 


NORTHMEN,  COME  OUT.  21 

NORTHMEN,   COME  OUT! 

DEDICATED    TO   THE    MASSACHUSETTS   REGIMENTS. 
BY    CHARLES  GODFRKY  LELAND- 

(AiR— Burschen  herus!) 

NORTHMEN,  come  out ! 
Forth  unto  battle  with  storm  and  shout! 
Freedom  calls  you  once  again, 
To  flag  and  fort  and  tented  plain  ; 
Then  come  with  drum  and  trump  and  song, 
And  raise  the  war-cry  wild  and  strong : 

Northmen,  come  out  1 

Northmen,  come  out! 
The  foe  is  waiting  round  about, 
With  paixhan,  mortar,  and  petard, 
To  tender  us  their  Beau-regard  ; 
With  shot  and  shrapnell,  grape  and  shell. 
We  give  them  back  the  fire  of  hell ; 

Northmen,  come  out  I 

Northmen,  come  out  I 
Give  the  pirates  a  roaring  rout ; 
Out  in  your  strength  and  let  them  know 
How  Working  Men  to  Work  can  go. 
Out  in  your  might  and  let  them  feel 
How  Mudsills  strike  when  edged  with  steel  1 

Northmen,  come  out  1 

Northmen,  come  out  I 
Come  like  your  grandsires  stern  and  stoat} 
Though  Cotton  be  of  Kingly  stock, 
Yet  royal  heads  may  reach  the  block ; 
The  Puritan  taught  it  once  in  pain, 
His  sons  shall  teach  it  once  again ; 

Northmen,  come  out  1 
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Northmen,  come  out ! 
Forth  into  battle  with  storm  and  sboiU  I 
He  who  lives  with  victory's  blest, 
He  who  dies  gains  peaceful  rest. 
Living  or  dying,  let  us  be 
Still  vowed  to  God  and  Liberty  1 

Northmen,  come  out  1 

OUR  COUNTRY  IS  CALLING. 

BY  P.   H.   HEDGE,  D.    D. 

[Wohlauf!     Cameradenl  aufs  Pferd,auft  Pferd\ 

OUR  country  is  calling  !     Go  forth  !  go  forth  1 

To  danger  and  glory,  ye  gallants  ! 
In  danger  your  manhood  must  prove  its  worth, 

There  hearts  are  weighed  in  the  balance  ; 
And  he  who  would  win  his  life  at  laat 
Must  throw  it  all  on  the  battle's  cast. 

Our  country  is  calling,  our  country  that  bleeds 
With  daggers  that  Treason  has  planted  ; 

Tis  Honor  that  beckons  where  Loyalty  leadg, 
We  follow  with  spirits  undaunted. 

The  soldier  who  fronts  death  face  to  face 

Is  foremost  now  of  the  patriot  race. 

Our  country  is  calling  I  we  come  !  we  come ! 

For  Freedom  and  Union  we  rally  ; 
Our  heart-beat  echoes  the  beating  drum, 

Our  thoughts  with  the  trumpet  tally  ; 
Each  bosom  pants  for  the  doomful  day. 
When  the  rebels  shall  meet  us  in  battle  array. 

Our  country  is  calling  with  names  that  of  old 

Emblazoned  America's  story ; 
May  those  of  to-day,  when  its  tale  shall  be  told, 

Blaze  with  them  forever  in  glory  1 
Be  our  banner  redeemed  the  reward  of  our  scars. 
No  scathe  on  its  stripe*  and  no  cloud  on  its  stare; ! 
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THE  SOLDIER'S  MOTHER. 

fT   is  night ;    almost  morning — the  clock  has  struck 

three  ; 
Who  can  tell  where,  this  moment,  my  darling  may 

be! 

On  the  window  has  gathered  the  moisture  like  dew ; 
I  can  see   where   the  moonbeams   steal   tremblingly  ~ 

through ; 

It  is  cold,  but  not  windy, — how  dreary  and  damp 
It  must  be  for  our  soldiers  exposed  in  the  camp  I 
Though  I  know  it  is  warmer  and  balmier  there, 
Yet  I  shrink  from  the  thought-  of  the  chilling  night- 
air; 

For  he  never  was  used  to  the  hardships  of  men 
When  at  home,  for  I  shielded  and  cherished  him  then  j 
And  to  all  that  could  tend  to  his  comfort  I  saw, — 
For  he  seemed  like  a  child  till  he  went  to  the  War  1 

He  is  twenty,  I  know ;  and  boys  younger  than  he, 

In  the  ranks  going  by,  every  day  we  can  see  ; 

And  those  stronger  and  prouder,  by  far  I  have  met, 

But  I  never  have  seen  a  young  soldier,  as  yet, 

With  so  gallant  a  mien,  or  so  lofty  a  brow, — 

How  the  sun  and  the  wind  must  have  darkened  it 

now; 
How  he  will  have  been  changed  when  he  comes  from 

the  South!— 
With  his  beard  shutting  out  the  sweet  smiles  of  hi§ 

mouth ; 

A  nd  the  tremulous  beauty,  the  womanly  grace, 
Will  be  bronzed  from  the  delicate  lines  of  his  face, 
Where,  of  late,  only  childhood's  soft  beauty  I  saw,— • 
For  he  seemed  like  a  child  till  he  went  to  the  War  I 

He  was  always  so  gentle,  and  ready  to  yield  ; 

And  so  frank,  there  was  nothing  kept  back  or  con> 

cealed  ; 
He  was  always  so  sparkling  with  laughter  and  joyr 
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I  had  thought  he  never  could  cease  being  a  boy ; 
But  when  sounded  the  cannon  for  battle,  and  when 
Rose  the  rallying  cry  of  our  Nation  for  men, 
From  the  dream-loving  mood  of  his  boyhood  he  passed  j 
From  his  path  the  light  fetters  of  pleasure  he  cast; 
And  rose,  ready  to  stand  in  the  perilous  van, 
Not  the  tremulous  boy,  but  the  resolute  man  ; 
And  I  gazed  on  him  sadly,  with  trembling  and  awe,— 
He  was  only  a  child  till  he  went  to  the  War  1 


There  are  homes  that  are  humbler  and  sadder  than 

ours  ; 

There  are  ways  that  are  barer  of  beauty  and  flowers  ; 
There  are  those  that  must  suffer  for  fire  arid  bread, 
Living  only  to  sorrow  and  wish  they  were  dead  ; 
I  must  try  and  be  patient — I  must  not  repine — 
But  what  heart  is  more  lonely,  more  anxious  tlian  mine! 
Or  what  hearth  can  be  darker  than  mine  seems  to  be, 
Now  the  glow  of  the  firelight  is  all  I  can  see, — 
Where  my  darling,  in  beauty,  so  lately  I  saw, — 
He  was  only  a  child,  till  he  went  to  the  War  1 


THE  DEAD  DRUMMER-BOY. 

*MiDST  tangled  roots  that  lined  the  wild  ravine 

Where  the  fierce  fight  raged  hottest  through  the  day, 
And  where  the  dead  is  scattered  heaps  were  seen, 
Amid  the  darkling  forest's  shade  and  sheen, 
Speechless  in  death  he  lay. 

The  setting  sun,  which  glanced  athwart  the  place 

In  slanting  lines,  like  amber-tinted  rain, 
^  11  sidewise  on  the  drummer's  upturned  face, 
Where  death  had  left  his  gory  finger's  trace 
In  one  bright  crimson  stain. 


THE  SOLDIERS  '•  GL 


The  silken  fringes  of  his  once  bright  ey«» 

Lay  like  a  shadow  on  his  cheek  so  fair  ; 
His  lips  were  parted  by  a  long-drawn  sigh, 
That  with  his  soul  had  mounted  to  the  sky 
Oil  some  wild  martial  air. 

No  more  his  hand  the  fierce  tatoo  shall  beat» 

The  shrill  reveile,  or  the  long  roll's  call, 
Or  sound  the  charge,  when  in  the  smoke  and  hei 
Of  fiery  onset,  foe  with  foe  shall  meet, 

And  galiaiLt  men  shall  fall. 

"iet  may  be  in  some  happy  home,  that  one, 
A  mother,  reading  from  the  list  of  dead, 
Shall  chance  to  view  the  hame  of  her  dear  son, 
And  move  her  lips  to  say,  "  God's  will  be  done!" 
And  bow  in  giief  her  head. 

But  more  than  this  what  tongue  shall  tell  his  sto> 

Perhaps  his  boyish  longings  were  for  fame  ; 
He  lived,  he  died  ;  and  so,  memento  mori,  — 
Enough  if  on  the  page  of  War  and  Glory 
Some  hand  has  wnt  his  name. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  *•  GOOD-BY." 

BY  MARY  E   NEALY. 

GOOD-BY,  my  wife,  my  child,  my  friend, 

'Tis  hard  to  leave  you  all ; 
But  there's  a  God  in  heaven  above 
Will  bless  and  shield  you  with  His  love, 
If  I  am  doomed  to  fall. 

You  know  I  could  not  stay,  dear  lov«t 

When  over  all  the  land 
The  shot  of  Sumter  circled  round, 
And  lifted,  at  a  single  bound, 

This  mighty  patriot-band. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  •'  GCOD-BY* 

A  thrill  that  never  else  had  swept 

Across  this  soul  of  mine, 
Stirred  up  each  tingling  drop  of  blood, 
Ready  to  pour  a  votive  flood 

Upon  my  countriy's  shrine. 

0  dearest !  there's  a  manhood  lies, 

Deep  in  these  slender  forms, 
We  know  not  of,  till  in  our  skies 
Such  clouds  of  danger  o'er  us  rise 

To  fill  our  land  with  storms. 

Then,  like  a  mountain  stream  it  comes, 

A  stream  of  power  and  might ; 
It  echoes  to  the  beat  of  drums, 
It  quails  not  when  the  fiery  bombs 
Break  fiercely  on  the  sight. 

This  war  is  sad  ;  but  I  thank  God 

For  this  one  blessed  taste 
Of  manhood,  strong  within  my  blood  ; — 
Of  strength  unknown,  a  mighty  flood 

Which  else  had  gone  to  waste. 

My  arms  seemed  braced  with  nerves  of  steel, 

My  soul  is  firm  and  strong ; 
And,  dearest,  even  now  I  feel 
The  power  to  crush  beneath  my  heel 

The  share  of  this  foul  wrong. 

The  man  who  springs  not  to  his  sword 

In  such  a  time  as  this, 
To  see  his  country's  fame  restored, 
Is  weak  as  he  who  slew  his  Lord 

With  a  deceitful  kiss. 

Then  ask  me  not.    I  cannot  stay, 

My  own,  my  blessed  wife  ; 
The  God  that  looks  on  us  to-day 
Will  listen  to  you  when  you  pray, 

And  shield  your  soldier's  life. 
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Tet  if  I  come  not  back  again, 

But  fall  beside  my  foe, 
This  blood  will  not  be  spilled  in  vain 
Though  it  should  fall  like  crimson  rain 

Where  crimson  waters  flow. 

I'm  strong  enough  to  die,  dear  love, 

In  such  a  cause  as  ours  ; 
For  I  shall  see  from  Heaven  above 
Freedom's  fair  bow  above  you  wave, 

Entwined  with  Freedom's  power* 

Now  kiss  me  one  "  good-by,"  my  wife, 

Tour  task  is  worse  than  mine  ; 
For  while  1  revel  in  the  strife, 
You  can  but  pray  for  this  poor  life, 
With  heroism  divine; 

Tis  weary — all  the  dark  suspense 

A  woman  has  to  bear : 
The  anguished  thoughts,  the  woe  inter** 
While  booming  cannon  bear  her  hence 

A  fear  for  every  prayer. 

But  you — you  must  be  strong  and  bright ; 

You  are  a  soldier's  wife  : 
HI  think  of  you  by  day  and  night, 
Your  love  shall  nerve  me  in  the  fight ; 

Good-by,  my  love,  my  life  1 


THE  VOLUNTEERS'  WIFE  TO  HER  HUSBANIX 

DON'T  stop  a  momeht  to  think,  John, 

Your  country  calls — then  go  ; 
Don't  think  of  me  or  the  children,  John, 

I'll  care  for  them  you  know. 
Leave  the  corn  upon  the  stalks,  John, 

Potatoes  on  the  hill, 
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And  the  pumpkins  on  the  vines,  John-— 

I'll  gather  them  with  a  will. 
But  take  your  gun  nnd  go,  John, 

Take  your  gun  and  go, 
For  Ruth  can  drive  the  oxen,  John, 

And  I  can  use  the  hoe. 

I've  heard  my  gyandsire  tell,  John, 

(He  fought  at  Bunker  Hill,) 
How  he  counted  all  his  life  and  wealth 

His  country's  offering  still. 
Shall  we  shame  the  brave  old  blood,  John, 

That  flowed  on  Monmouth  Plain  ? 
No !  take  your  gun  and  go,  John, 

If  you  ne'er  return  again. 
Then  take  your  gun  and  go,  etc. 

Our  army's  short  of  blankets,  John, 

Then  take  this  heavy  pair  ; 
I  spun  and  wove  them  when  a  girl, 

And  worked  them  with  great  care. 
There's  a  rose  in  every  corner,  John, 

And  there's  my  name  you  see  ; 
On  the  cold  greund  they'll  warmer  feel 

That  they  were  made  by  me. 
Then  take  your  gun  and  go,  etc, 

And  if  it  be  God's  will,  John, 

You  ne'er  come  back  again, 
I'll  do  my  best  for  the  children  John, 

In  sorrow  want  and  pain. 
In  winter  nights  I'll  teach  them  all 

That  I  have  learned  at  school, 
To  love  the  country,  keep  the  lawi, 

Obey  the  Savour's  rule. 
Then  take  your  gun  and  go,  etc, 

And  in  the  village  church,  John, 

And  at  our  humble  board, 
We'll  pray  that  God  will  keep  you,  John, 

And  heavenly  aid  afford  ; 
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And  all  wh§  love  their  country's  cause 

Will  love  and  bless  you  too, 
And  nights  and  mornings  they  will  pray 

For  freedom  and  for  you. 
Then  take  your  gun  and  go,  etc. 

And  now  good-by  to  you,  John — 

I  cannot  say  farewell ; 
We'll  hope  and  pray  for  the  best,  John ; 

God's  goodness  none  can  tell. 
Be  his  great  arm  around  you  John, 

To  guard  you  night  and  day  ; 
Be  our  beloved  country's  shield, 

Till  the  war  has  passed  away. 
Then  take  your  gun  and  go,  etc. 


KISS  ME,  MOTHER,  AND  LET  ME  GO. 

BY  MISS  NANCY  A.  W.  PRIEST. 

3AVE  you  heard  the  news  that  I  heard  to-day  ? 

The  news  that  trembles  on  every  lip  ? 
The  sky  is  darker  again,  they  say, 

Arid  breakers  threaten  tho  good  old  ship. 
Dur  country  calls  on  her  sons  again. 

To  strike  in  her  name,  at  a  dastard  foe  ; 
Bhe  asks  for  six  hundred  thousand  men  ; 

I  would  be  one,  mother.    Let  me  go. 

The  love  of  my  country  was  born  with  me ; 

I  remember  how  my  young  heart  would  thrill 
When  I  used  to  sit  on  my  grandarne's  knee 

And  list  to  the  story  of  Bunker  Hill. 
Life  gushed  out  there  in  a  rich  red  flood  ; 

My  grandshire  fell  in  that  fight  you  know  ; — 
Would  you  have  me  shame  the  brave  old  blood  ? 

Nay,  kiss  me,  mother,  and  let  me  go. 
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Our  flag,  the  flag  of  our  hope  and  pride, 

With  its  stars  and  stripes,  and  its  field  of  blue, 
la  mocked,  insulted,  torn  down,  defied, 

And  trampled  upon  by  the  rebel  crew. 
And  England  and  France  look  on  and  sneer, 

"  Ha !  queen  of  the  earth,  thou  art  fallen  low  ;* 
Earth's  downtrod  millions  weep  and  fear ; 

So  kiss  me,  mother,  and  let  me  go. 

Under  the  burning  Southern  skies, 

Our  brothers  languish  in  heart-sick  pain, 
They  turn  to  us  with  their  pleading  eyes ; 

0  mother,  say,  shall  they  turn  in  vain  ? 
Their  ranks  are  thinning  from  sun  to  sun, 

Yet  bravely  they  hold  at  bay  the  foe  ; 
Shall  we  let  them  die  there,  one  by  one  ? 

So  kiss  me,  mother,  and  let  me  go. 

Can  you  selfishly  cling  to  your  household  joys, 

Refusing  this  smallest  tithe  to  yield, 
While  thousands  of  mothers  are  sending  boys 

Beloved  as  yours  to  the  battle-field  ? 
Can  you  see  my  country  call  in  vain, 

And  restrain  my  arm  from  the  needful  blow  ? 
Not  so,  though  your  heart  should  break  with  pain 

You  will  kiss  me,  mother,  and  let  me  go. 


A  MOTHER'S  ANSWER. 


HE'S  my  own  boy,  and  this  is  my  plea : 
Perhaps  it  is  foolish  and  weak ; 

But  mothers  I'm  sure  will  have  pity  on  me, 
And  some  word  will  tenderly  speak. 

The  light  of  my  home — my  tears  fall  like  rain- 
Is  it  a  wonder  I  shrink  from  the  blow — 

That  my  heart  is  crushed  by  its  weight  of  pain  T 
But  I've  kissed  him.  and  let  him  go. 


A  MOTHER'S  ANSWER. 

There  are  some,  I  know,  who  feel  a  strange  pridt 

In  giving  their  country  their  all, — 
Who  count  it  a  glory  that  boys  from  their  side, 

tn  the  strife  are  so  ready  to  fall, 
iat  I,  sitting  here,  have  no  pride  in  my  bean; 

(God  forgive  me  that  this  should  be  so  !) 
For  the  boy  that  I  love  the  tears  still  start, 

Yet  I've  kissed  him,  and  let  him  go. 


Last  night,  with  soft  steps,  I  stole  to  his  bed 

As  oft  in  childhood  I'd  done  ; 
On  his  pillow  I  bowed  my  poor,  stricken  head 

Till  out  of  the  east  rose  the  sun. 
His  dreams  were  of  me  ;  for  he  turned  in  his 

And  murmured  "  Dear  mother!"  so  low, 
I  bit  my  pale  lips  lest  they'd  cowardly  speak 

"  0,  my  darling,  I  can't  let  you  go  /" 


This  morning  I  blessed  him  ;  I  stifled  my  pain ; 

1  bade  him  be  true  to  his  trust ; 
To  stand  by  the  flag  till  his  country  again 

Should  raise  its  proud  head  from  the  dust. 
1  knew  by  the  light  in  his  beautiful  eyes, — 

By  his  face  with  courage  aglow, — 
He'd  fight  to  the  last.    I  choked  back  my  ftigha, 

While  I  kissed  him,  and  let  him  go. 


But  oh,  sitting  here,  this  desolate  day, 

Still  there  comes  no  feeling  of  pride  ; 
But  One  knows  my  need,  and  to  Him  will  I 

I  can  trust  Him  whatever  betide. 
And  if  he  shall  fall,— (0,  faint  heart,  be  still  I) 

I  knew  He  will  soften  the  blow, 
And  I  yet  may  feel  a  patriot's  thrill 

That  I  kissed  him,  and  let  him  go. 
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THE  SOLDIER,S  DREAM  OF  HOME. 

BY  CAROLINE  A  MASON. 

YOU  have  put  the  children  to  bed,  Alice, — 

Maud  and  Willie  and  Rose  ; — 
They  have  lisped  their  sweet  "  Our  Father," 

And  sunk  to  their  night's  repose. 
Did  you  think  of  me,  dear  Alice? 

Did  they  think  of  me,  and  say, 
44  God  bless  him,  and  God  bless  him  t 

Dear  father  far  away  ?" 

Oh,  my  very  heart  grows  sick,  Alice, 

I  long  so  to  behold 
Rose,  with  her  pure,  white  forehead, 

And  Maud,  with  her  curls  of  gold 
'And  Willie,  so  gay  and  sprightly, 

So  merry  and  full  of  glee  ; 
Oh,  my  heart  yearns  to  enfold  ye, 

My  "smiling  group  of  three T 

I  can  bear  the  noisy  day,  Alice  , 

The  camp  life,  gay  and  wild, 
Shuts  from  my  yearning  bosom 

Thoughts  of  wife  and  child  : 
But  when  the  night  is  round  me, 

And  under  its  strong  beams 
I  gather  my  cloak  about  me, 

I  dream  such  long,  sad  dreams  I 

1  think  of  the  pale  young  wife,  Alice, 

Who  looked  up  in  my  face 
When  the  drum  beat  at  evening, 

And  called  me  to  my  place. 
I  think  of  the  three  sweet  birdlings 

Left  in  the  dear  home-nest, 
ind  my  soul  is  sick  with  longingg 

That  will  not  be  at  rest. 


TEE  RESPONSE, 

Oh,  when  will  the  war  be  over,  Alice! 

Oh,  when  shall  I  behold 
Rose,  with  her  pure,  white  forehead, 

And  Maud,  with  her  curls  of  gold ; 
And  Will,  so  gay  and  sprightly, 

So  merry  arid  full  of  glee, 
And,  more  than  all,  the  dear  wife 

Who  bore  my  babes  to  nae  ? 

God  guard  and  keep  you  all,  Alice ; 

God  guard  and  keep  me,  too  ; 
For  if  only  one  were  missing, 

What  would  the  other  do  ? 
Oh,  when  will  the  war  be  over, 

And  when  shall  I  behold 
Those  whom  I  love  so  dearly, 

Safe  in  the  dear  home-fold  ? 


THE  RESPONSE. 

I  HAVE  put  the  children  to  bed,  Harry,— 

Rose  and  Willie  and  Maud  ; — 
They  have  sung  their  hymns  together, 

And  whispered  their  prayer  to  God, 
Then  Rose  said,  gently  smiling, 

"  Come,  Willie  and  Maud,  now  say, 
God  bless  the  dear,  sweet  father, — 

Father  so  far  away  1" 

And  such  a  glad  trust  arose,  Harry, 

In  this  sad  heart  of  mine, 
For  I  felt  that  God  would  keep  yon 

Safe  in  His  hand  divine. 
And  I  kissed  their  pure,  young  foreheadi, 

And  said,  "  He  is  over  all  1 
He  eounteth  the  hair  of  your  heads,  darling^ 

And  noteth  the  sparrow's  fall." 


GONE  TO  THE  WAS. 

Then  I  sung  them  to  their  sleep,  Harry, 

With  hymns  all  trust  and  love, 
And  I  knew  that  God  was  listening 

From  His  gracious  throne  above. 
And  since  that  calm,  sweet  evening, 

I  have  felt  so  happy,  dear! 
And  so  have  the  children,  Harry ; 

They  seem  to  know  no  fear. 

They  talk  of  your  coming  home,  Harry 

As  something  sure  to  be  ; 
1  list  to  their  childish  pratings, 

Nor  care  to  check  their  glee. 
For  oh,  'tis  a  cause  so  noble, 

And  you  so  brave  and  true  ; 
And  God  protects  His  own,  Harry, 

And  surely  will  watch  o'er  you. 

So  keep  up  a  brave  good  heart,  Harry  I 

God  willing — and  He  knows  best—- 
We'll welcome  you,  safe  and  happy, 

Back  to  the  dear  home-nest. 
And  Maud  and  Rose  and  Willie 

Shall  yet,  with  a  moistened  eye, 
Give  thanks  to  the  dear  good  Father, 

While  you  stand  tearful  by. 


GONE  TO  THE  WAR. 

BY  HORATIO  ALQER,  JB. 

MY  Charlie  has  gone  to  the  war, 
My  Charlie  so  brave  and  tall ; 

He  left  his  plough  in  the  furrow 
And  flew  at  his  country's  call. 

May  God  in  safety  keep  him, 
My  precious  boy— my  alL 
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GENTLY 1    GENTLY! 

Among  the  wounded  was  a  yonng  soldier  whose  limbs  were  fear- 
fully shattered  Though  evidently  in  intense  pain,  he  uttered  no 
ci-f  ;  but,  as  the  carriers  raised  the  "stretcher"  he  was  on,  h« 
w»i»per«d,  "  Gently  1  gently  I" 

Though  he  neither  sighs  cor  groans, 
Death  is  busy  with  his  bones : 
Bear  him  o'er  the  jutting  stones 
Gently  1  gently  I 

Sisters,  faithful  to  your  voi 
Swathe  his  limbs  and  cool  his  brow : 
Peace  1  his  soul  is  passing  now 

Gently!  gently! 

He  has  fallen  in  the  strife  ! 
Tell  it  to  his  widow  ed  wife. 
And  to  her  who  gave  him  life, 

Gently!  gently! 

Loudly  praise  the  brave  who  gem 
With  their  blood  our  diadem : 
And  their  faults — oh,  speak  of  them 
Gently  1  gently! 


MARCH  ALONQ. 

BY  GEORGE  H.  BOKER. 

rfOLDIERS  are  we  from  the  mountain  and  vallej, 

Soldiers  are  we  from  the  hill  and  the  plain  ; 
Under  the  flag  of  our  fathers  we  rally ; 
Death,  for  its  sake,  is  but  living  again 

Then  march  along,  gay  and  strong, 
March  to  battle  with  a  song ! 
March,  march  along  1 
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We  have  a  history  told  of  our  nation, 

We  have  a  name  that  nmst  never  go  down; 

Heroes  achieved  it  through  toil  and  privation; 
Bear  it  on,  bright  with  its  anc'ent  renown  I 
Then  march  along,  etc. 

Who  that  shall  dare  say  the  flag  waving  o'er  us, 
Which  floated  in  glory  from  Texas  to  Maine, 

Must  fall,  where  our  ancestors  bore  it  before  us, 

Writes  his  own  fate  on  the  roll  of  the  slain. 

Then  march  along,  etc. 

Look  at  it,  traitors,  and  blush  to  behold  it! 

Quail  as  it  flashes  its  stars  in  the  sun ! 
Think  you  a  hand  in  the  nation  will  fold  it, 

While  there's  a  hand  that  can  level  a  gun  T 
Then  march  along,  etc. 

Carry  it  onward  till  victory  earn  it 

The  rights  it  once  owned  iu  the  land  of  the  free ; 
Then,  in  God's  name,  in  our  fury  we'll  turn  it 

Full  on  the  treachery  over  the  seal 
Then  march  along,  etc. 

England  shall  feel  what  a  vengeance  the  liar 
Stores  in  the  bosom  he  aims  to  deceive  ; 

England  shall  feel  how  God's  truth  can  inspire ; 
England  shall  feel  it,  but  only  to  grieve. 
Then  march  along,  etc. 

Peace  shall  unite  us  again  and  forever, 
Though  thousands  lie  cold  in  the  graves  of  these 

wars  ; 

Those  who  survive  them  shall  never  prove,  never, 
Faloe  to  the  flag  of  the  stripes  and  the  stars  1 
Then  march  along,  gay  and  strong, 
March  to  the  battle  with  a  song  I 

March,  march  along  I 
i 
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"THE  LAST    BROADSIDE." 

BY   ELIZABETH   T.    PORTER    BEACH. 

The  following  lines  were  written  upon  heating  of  the  heroism  ol 
the  crew  of  the  «'  Frigate  Cumberland,"  in  the  engagement  at 
"Hampton  Beads"  who  bravely  fired  a  last  "  Broadsiae"  whil* 
their  ship  was  sinking,  in  compliance  with  the  order  of  their  Coin- 
mandi  ng  Officer,  the  gallant  hero,  Lieutenant  Morris. 

"  SJiatt  we  give  them  a  Broadside   as  she  goes  ?* 

BHALL  we  give  them  a  Broadside,  my  boys,  as  she 
goesl 

Shall  we  send  yet  another  to  TELL, 
In  irori-tongued  words,  to  Columbia's  foes, 

How  bravely  her  sons  say  Farewell  ? 

Ay !  what  though  we  sink  'neath  the  turbulent  wave, 

*Tis  with  DUTY  and  RIGHT  at  the  helm  ; 
And  over  the  form  should  the  fierce  waters  rave, 

No  tide  can  the  spirit  o'erwhelm  1 

For  swift  o'er  the  billows  of  Charon's  dark  stream 

We'll  pass  to  the  Immortal  shore, 
Where  the  "waters  of  life  "  in  brilliancy  beam, 

And  the  pure  float  in  peace  evermore  1 

Shall  we  give  them  a  Broadside  once  more,  my  brave 
men  ? 

u  Ay  1  Ay  1"  rose  the  full,  earnest  cry ; 
"  A  Broadside  !     A  Broadside  1  we'll  give  them  again  I 

Then  for  God  and  the  Right  nobly  die." 

*  Haste !  Haste  ?" — for  amid  all  that  battling  din 
Comes  a  gurgling  sound  fraught  with  fear, 

As  swift  flowing  waters  pour  rushingly  in  ; 
Up  1  Up  1  till  her  portholes  they  near. 

No  blenching ! — no  faltering  ! — still  fearless  all  seem  j 

Eaoh  man  firm  to  duty  doth  bide  ; 
A  flash  1  and  a  u  Broadside  1"  a  shout !  a  careen  T 

And  the  Cumberland  sinks  'neath  the  tide  1 


38  THE  PATRIOT  GIRL  TO  HER  LOVER. 

The  •'  Star  Spangled  Bamier"  still  floating  above  1 

Asa  beacon  upon  the  dark  wave ! 
Our  Ensign  of  Glory,  proud  streaming  in  love, 

O'er  the  tomb  of  the  "  Loyal  and  Brave  I" 

Bold  hearts  I   mighty  spirits !   "  tried  gold"    of  oiu 
land! 

A  halo  of  glory  your  meed  ! 
ill  honored,  the  noble-souled  Cumberland  band  1 

So  true  in  Columbia's  need  1 


THE   PATRIOT  GIRL  TO  HER  LOYER. 

BY   GEORGE   VANDENHOFP. 

flARK !  the  trumpet  is  seunding,  it's  a  war-no  U  1 
hear; 

Arise,  arm,  and  go  forth  my  own  Knight; 
ind  though  my  hand  tremble,  my  eye  drop  a  tear, 

I'll  gird  on  your  sword  for  the  fight  1 

J  deem  you  the  maid  whose  affection  you  claim, 

Though  loving  as  I  have  loved  you, 
Could  bear  without  blushing  a  recreant's  name, 

To  his  country,  to  honor,  untrue  ? 

You  have  vowed  that  your  heart  and  your  hopes  ara 
in  me, — 

That  you  live  in  the  light  of  my  eyes  ; 
/et  their  lovebeam  your  beacon  to  victory  oe, — 

My  hand  of  your  valor  the  prize ! 

Would  you  win  one?   Be  worthy  of  her  wno  vould 

die 

Ere  be  link'd  to  a  coward  or  slave ; 
jlnd  yielding  her  heart's  blood  would  breathe  but  on* 

sigh,— 
A  prayer  her  dear  country  to  save. 
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Go  forth  then  and  conquer ;  be  strong  in  the  fight ; 

Think  of  me,  and  put  heart  in  each  blow. 
Strike  for  Country,  for  UNION,  for  LOVE,  and  for  RiGHig, 

And  down  with  the  insolent  foe  1 


THE  FALLEN  SOLDIER. 

BEAR  off  your  comrade,  boya  1    See,  he  has  fallen  } 
The  blow  at  his  leader  aimed,  he  made  his  own  ; 

Loose  from  the  bridle  the  stiffened  hand,  softly : 
Only  this  morning  it  fed  his  good  roan. 

Who  knows   this  brave   lad,  for  he  scarce  can  bt 
twenty, 

That  just  for  his  country  was  eager  to  die? 
Just  for  his  country,  without  hope  of  glory, 

He  dropped  from  the  saddle  in  darkness  to  lie. 

Bear  him  in  pity,  and  bear  him  in  anguish  ; 
You  think  them  soft  lips,  but  they  changed  without 

moan  ; 
For  I,  who    rode    next  him,   sprang   forward    and 

clasped  him, 
And  held  both  his  hands,  to  the  last,  in  my  own. 

We  knew  not  the  great  heart  that  bore  him  right 
onward, 

Beating  '.ts  twenty  good  years  out  so  well ; 
But,  comrades,  I  felt  the  thin  hands  of  his  mother, 

Bearing  up  through  rny  own  when  he  fell. 

Sad  'tis  to  think  of  the  lonely  brown  homestead 
Set  in  the  bleak,  barren,  North  hills  afar  ; 

There  they  have  loved  him  so,  there  they  will  mouii 

him  so, 
Never  returning  to  them  from  the  war. 
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ROLL  CALL. 

BY   N.     O.    SHEPHERD. 

"  CORPORAL  Green  !"  the  orderly  cried  ; 

"  Here  !"  was  the  answer,  loud  and  clear, 
From  the  lips  of  a  soldier  who  stood  nearf 

And  "  Here  !"  was  the  word  the  next  replied. 

;  "  Cyrus  Drew  1" — then  a  silence  fell ; 

i         This  time  no  answer  followed  the  call ; 

Only  his  rear-man  had  seen  him  fall, 
Killed  or  wounded  he  could  not  tell. 

There  they  stood  in  the  failing  light, 

These  men  of  battle,  with  grave,  dark  looks, 
As  plain  to  be  read  as  open  books  ; 

While  slowly  gathered  the  shade  of  night 

The  fern  on  the  hill-sides  were  splashed  with  blood 
And  down  in  the  corn,  where  the  poppies  greit 
Wore  redder  stains  than  the  poppies  knew  ; 

And  crimson-dyed  as  the  river's  flood. 

For  the  foe  had  crossed  from  the  other  side 
That  day,  in  the  face  of  a  murderous  fire 
That  swept  them  down  in  its  terrible  ire  ; 

And  their  life-blood  went  to  color  the  tide. 

"  Herbert  Cline  !"— at  the  call  there  came 
Two  stalwart  soldiers  into  the  line, 
Bearing  between  them  this  Herbert  Cline, 

Wounded  and  bleeding,  to  answer  his  name. 

M  Ezra  Kerr  !" — and  a  voice  answered  "  Here  1H 
"  Hiram  Kerr  !"  but  no  man  replied  : 
They   were  brothers,  these  two ;  the  satf 
sighed, 

*Ld  a  shadow  crept  through  the  corn-field 
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44  Ephraim  Deane  !"  then  a  soldier  spoke : 

"  Deane  carried  our  regiment's  colors,"  he  said, 
44  When  our  ensign  was  shot ;  I  left  him  dead, 

Just  after  the  enemy  wavered  and  broke. 

4<  Close  to  the  roadside  his  body  lies  : 

I  paused  a  moment  and  gave  him  to  drink ; 
He  murmured  his  mother's  name,  I  think  ; 

And  Death  came  with  it  and  closed  his  eyes.** 

Twas  a  victory — yes :  but  it  cost  us  dear ; 

For  that  company ,s  roll,  when  called  at  nightj 
Of  a  hundred  men  who  went  into  the  fight, 

Numbered  but  twenty  that  answered  4*  Here  /" 


THE  UNION— RIGHT  OR  WRONG. 

BY  GEORGE  P.   MORRIS. 
I. 

IN  Freedom,s  name  our  blades  we  draw, 

•     She  arms  us  for  the  fight  I 

For  country,  government,  and  law, 

For  Liberty  and  Right. 
The  Union  must— shall  be  preserved, 

Our  flag  still  o'er  us  fly ! 
That  cause  our  hearts  and  hands  has  nerved, 

And  we  will  do  or  die. 

CHORUS. 
Then  come,  ye  hardy  volunteers, 

Around  our  standard  throng, 
And  pledge  man's  hope  of  coming  Years,— 

The  Union, — right  or  wrong  1 
The  Union— right  or  wrong — inspires 

The  burden  of  our  song  ; 
It  was  the  glory  of  our  sires- 

The  Union— right  or  wrong  I 
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II. 

It  is  the  duty  of  us  all 

To  check  rebellion's  sway  ; 
To  rally  at  the  nation's  call, 

And  we  that  voice  obey  I 
Then  like  a  band  of  brothers  go, 

A  hostile  league  to  break, 
To  rout  a  spoil-encumbered  foe, 

And  what  is  ours  retake. 

CHORUS. 

So  come,  ye  hardy  volunteers, 

Around  our  standard  throng, 
And  pledge  man's  hope  of  coming  year§,- 

The  Union, — right  or  wrong ! 
The  Union, — right  or  wrong— inspires 

The  burden  of  our  song  ! 
It  was  the  glory  of  our  sires — 

The  Union,— right  or  wrong  I 


"  NEWS  FLOM   THE  WAR." 

TWO  women  sat  at  a  farm-house  door, 

Busily  reading  the  news, 
While  softly  around  them  fair  twilight  shedi 

Her  tender  shadows  and  dews. 

Peace  smiles  in  the  tenderest  heaven  above  f 
Peace  rests  on  the  landscape  fair  ; 

And  peace,  like  a  holy  spirit  of  love, 
Broods  in  the  balmy  air. 

But  not  one  ray  of  peace  illumes 

Those  sad  and  wistful  eyes, 
Which  search  that  printed  record  o'er 

As  mariners  search  the  skies. 
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Look  on  their  faces :  one  like  a  rose 

Fresh  with  the  beauty  of  May  ; 
The  other,  pale  as  a  waning  moon 

Seen  through  thin  clouds  of  gray. 

Yet,  though  one  is  young  and  the  other  old, 
With  the  same  soft  glory  they  shine ; 

For  they're  tinted  with  teuderest  light  and 
By  love,,  the  artist  divine. 

Now  fast  as  a  radiant  vision,  fades 

The  glow  of  the  western  skies  ; 
Yet  the  readers  read  on, — unmindful  of  all 

Save  the  paper  before  their  eyes. 

Nothing  to  them  the  charms  of  that  hour, — 

The  magic  of  meadow  and  hill ; 
For  spirits  bowed  down  with  a  weight  of  cart, 

Are  blind  to  the  beautiful  still. 

Deeper  the  shadows  of  twilight  fall ; 

More  hushed  grows  the  dewy  air, 
When  suddenly  breaks  on  that  holy  calm 

A  quick,  wild  cry  of  despair. 

The  younger  glances  have  found  it  first,— 
That  record  so  sad  and  so  brief ; 

"  Mortally  wounded  !" — two  dread  words- 
Winged  arrows  of  pain  and  grief. 

44  Mortally  wounded  !" — look  again ; 

Alas  !  it  is  all  to  true  ; 
Not  the  brave  alone,  but  the  fond  and  fair 

Are  mortally  wounded,  too. 

He  on  the  battle-field  far  away  ; 

They,  in  their  quiet  home, — 
•  The  wife  and  the  mother,  who  never  mort 

Shall  see  their  loved  hero  come 
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The  grass  will  grow  where  the  warrior  fell, 
And  sweet  wild  flowers  may  bloom 

On  the  very  turf  once  blackened  and  burned 
By  the  fearful  fires  of  doom. 

But  the  smiling  summers,  that  come  and  go, 

Can  never,  never  heal 
The  bleeding  bosoms  which  felt  to-day 

Something  sharper  than  steel. 

11  Mortally  wounded  !"  oh,  dread  War  I 

Many  a  victim  is  thine, 
Save  those  who  hear  your  terrible  voice 

Go  thundering  along  the  line ! 

If  we  give  proud  names  and  echoing  hymni, 
And  build  up  monuments  grand 

To  the  gallant  spirits  who  suffer  and  fall 
In  defence  of  their  native  land ; 

Let  us  yield  a  tenderer  tribute  still, — 
Sad  tears  and  a  pitying  sigh, — 

To  the  uncrowned  martyrs  who  silently 
And  die  when  their  heroes  die. 


SONG  OF  THE  SOLDIERS. 

BY  PRIVATE  MILES  o'RIELLT. 

AIR — Jamie's  on  the  Stormy  Sea. 

COMRADES  known  in  marches  many, 

Comrades,  tried  in  dangers  many, 
Comrades,  bound  by  memories  many, 

Brothers  ever  let  us  be. 
Wounds  or  sickness  may  divide  us, 
Marching  orders  may  divide  us, 
But,  whatever  fate  betide  us, 

Brothers  of  the  heart  are  we. 


OUR  UNION  AND  OUR  FLAG, 

Comrades,  known  by  faith  the  clearest, 
Tried  when  death  was  near  and  nearest, 
Bound  we  are  by  ties  the  dearest, 

Brothers  evermore  to  be. 
And,  if  spared,  and  growing  older, 
Shoulder  still  in  line  with  shoulder, 
And  with  hearts  no  thrill  the  colder, 

Brothers  ever  we  shall  be. 

By  communion  of  the  banner, — 
Crimson,  white.,  and  starry  banner, — 
By  the  baptism  of  the  banner, 

Children  of  one  Church  are  W 
Creed  nor  faction  can  divide  us, 
Race  nor  language  can  divide  us, 
Still  whatever  fate  betide  us, 

Children  of  the  Flag  are  we ! 


OUR  UNION  AND  OUR  FLAG. 

BY  RUTH  N.   CROMWELL. 

MY  flag,  when  first  those  starry  folds 

Which  waved  o'er  Sumter's  band 
Received  the  traitor's  murderous  fire, 

How  flashed  the  tumult  through  the  land, 
No  soul  e'er  panted  for  the  hour 

That  lifts  it  from  love's  torturing  rack 
As  panted,  then,  a  nation's  heart 

To  hurl  the  insult  back. 

If  shame  then  hushed  Columbia's  breath 

And  bowed  her  beauteous  form, 
'Twas  but  the  siroc's  awful  pause, — 

The  lull  before  the  storm 
Then  men  awoke,  soul  spoke  to  soul, 

And  hand  grasped  hand,  for  woe  or  weal ; 
Then  wavering  hearts  were  turned  to  iron, 

And  nerves  were  turned  to  steeL 


OUR  UNION  AND  OUR  FLA& 

Old  feuds  were  not,  old  parties  died ; 

jL'roin  vale  to  mountain  crag, 
A  nation's  shout  linked  friend  and  foa 

Our  Union  and  our  flag ; 
We  gave  our  men  as  freely  then 

As  leaves  from  forest  tree  ; 
We  gave  our  gold,  as  rivers  give 

Their  waters  to  the  sea. 


Still  floats  on  high  Columbia's  flag, 

In  the  gloom  of  autumn  day, — 
The  blot  still  on  her  starry  folds, 

The  stain  not  washed  away  ; 
For  Moultrie  stands,  and  Charleston 

And  Freedom's  sun  grows  pale  ; 
Oh  !  Gcd,  whate'er  thy  children's  dooaa, 

Let  not  her  foes  prevail. 


We  point  to  Ellsworth's  honored  tomb, 

To  Lyon's  fall,  to  Baker's  grave  ; 
What  say  Missouri's  vine-clad  hills  ? 

What  answer  from  Potomac's  wave  ? 
What  answer  they  ?     Men  ask  of  men 

Who  neve*r  yet  foreswore  the  vow  ; 
What  answer  they  ?  the  nation  asks, 

With  lowering  heart  and  brow. 

Men,  whom  .Columbia's  voice  hath  callV 

To  guide  the  ship  of  State, 
"Remember  well  each  soul  on  board 

Owns  portion  in  her  freight ; 
More  clean  was  Nero's  recking  brow, 

More  guiltless  Arnold's  past, 
Than  the  hand  that  falters  at  the  helm, 

Or  shrinks  before  the  blast 
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THE  TWO  FURROWS, 

BY   C.  H.  WEBB. 

TIIE  spring-time  came — but  not  with  mirth— 

The  banner  of  our  trust, 
And  with  it  the  best  hopes  of  earth, 

Were  trailing  iu  the  dust. 

The  Farmer  saw  the  shame  from  far, " 

And  stopped  his  plough  afield  : 
"Not  the  blade  of  peace  but  the  brand  of  war 

This  arm  of  mine  must  wield. 

"  When  traitor  hands  that  flag  would  staicj, 

Their  homes  let  women  keep  ; 
Until  its  stars  burn  bright  again, 

Let  others  sow  and  reap."     ^ 

The  Farmer  sighed, — "  A  lifetime  long 

The  plough  has  been  my  trusts 
In  truth  it  were  an  arrant  wrong 

To  leave  it  now  to  rust." / 

With  ready  strength  the  Farmer  tore 

The  iron  from  the  wood, 
And  to  the  village  smith  he  bore 

That  ploughshare  stout  and  good. 

The  blacksmith's  arms  were  bare  and  browa, 

And  loud  the  bellows  roared; 
The  Farmer  flung  his  ploughshare  down, — 

"  Now  forge  me  out  a  sword  I" 

And  then  a  merry,  merry  chime, 

The  sounding  anvil  rung,' — 
Good  sooth,  it  was  a  nobler  rhymt 

Thau  ever  poet  sung. 
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The  blacksmith  wrought  with  skill  that  day, 
The  blade  was  keen  and  bright ; 

now  where  thickest  is  the  fray 
The  Farmer  leads  the  fight. 

Not  as  of  old  that  blade  he  sways 

To  break  the  meadow's  sleep, 
But  through  the  rebel  ranks  he  lays 

A  furrow  broad  and  deep. 

The  Farmer's  face  is  burned  and  brown, 

But  light  is  on  his  brow  ; 
Ri^ht  well  he  wots  what  blessings  crown 

The  furrow  of  the  Plough. 

«  But  better  is  to-days  success,"— 
Thus  ran  the  Farmer's  word. — 

*  For  nations  yet  unborn  shall  bless 
This  furrow  of  the  Sword." 


SHALL  FREEDOM  DROOP  AND  DIB! 

BY  CHARLES   Q.    LELAND. 

SHALL  Freedom  droop  and  die, 

And  we  stand  idle  by, . 
When  countless  millions  yet  unborn 

Will  ask  the  reason  why  ? 

If  for  her  flag  on  high 

You  bravely  fight  and  die, 
Be  sure  that  God  on  his  great  rofl 

Will  mark  the  reason  why. 

But  should  ye  basely  fly, 

Scared  by  the  battle-cry, 
Then  down  through  all  eternity 

You'll  kear  the  reason  why. 


THE  PICKET  GUARD. 

TEIE   PICKET  GUARD. 

11  ALL  quiet  along  the  Potomac,"  they  say, 

"  Except  now  and  then  a  stray  picket 
IB  shot,  as  he  walks  on  his  beat,  to  and  fro, 

By  a  rifleman  hid  in  the  thicket. 
Tis  nothing — a  private  or  two,  now  and  then; 

Will  not  count  in  the  news  of  the  battle  ; 
Not  an  officer  lost — only  one  of  the  men, 

Moaning  out,  all  alone,  the  death-rattle." 

All  quiet  along  the  Potomac  to-night, 

Where  the  soldiers  lie  peacefully  dreaming 
Their  tents,  in  the  rays  of  the  clear  autumn  moon, 

Or  the  light  of  the  watch-fires  are  gleaming. 
A  tremulous  sigh,  as  the  gentle  night-wind 

Through  the  forest  leaves  softly  is  creeping ; 
While  stars  up  above,  with  their  glittering  eyei 

Keep  guard — for  the  army  is  sleeping. 

There's  only  the  sound  of  the  lone  sentry's  tread 

As  he  tramps  from  the  rock  to  the  fountain, 
And  thinks  of  the  two  in  the  low  trundle-bed, 

Far  away  in  the  cot  on  the  mountain. 
His  musket  falls  slack,— his  face,  dark  and  grim, 

Grows  gentle  with  memories  tender, 
As  he  mutters  a  prayer  for  the  children  asleep,— 

For  their  mother,— may  Heaven  defend  her  I 

TTie  moon  seems  to  shine  just  as  brightly  as  then, 

That  night,  when  the  love  yet  unspoken 
Leaped  up  to  his  lips, — when  low,  murmured  vowt 

Were  pledged  to  be  ever  unbroken. 
Then  draping  his  sleeve  roughly  over  his  eyes, 

He  dashes  off  tears  that  are  welling, 
And  gathers  his  gun  closer  up  to  its  plac«, 

As  if  to  keep  down  the  heart-swelling 
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He  passes  the  fountain,  the  blasted  pine-tree — 

The  footstep  is  lagging  and  weary  ; 
Yet  onward  he  goes,  through  the  broad  belt  of  light, 

Toward  the  shades  of  the  forest  so  dreary, 
Hark  !  was  it  the  night-wind  that  rustled  the  leaves  ! 

Was  it  moonlight  so  wondrously  flashing  ? 
It  looked  like  a  rifle-"  Ha  !  MARY,  good-by  1* 

And  the  life-blood  is  ebbing  and  plashing, 

All  quiet  along  the  Potomac  to-night,— 

No  sound  save  the  rush  of  the  river  ; 
While  soft  falls  the  dew  on  the  face  of  the  dead,— 

The  picket's  off  duty  forever. 


TO  THE  MEN  OF  THE  NORTH  AND  WEST, 

BY   R.     H.     STODDAED. 

MEN  of  the  North  and  West, 
Wake  in  your  might, 
Prepare,  as  the  rebels  have  done. 

For  the  fight ! 

You  cannot  shrink  from  the  test, 
Rise  !  Men  of  the  North  and  West ! 

They  have  torn  dcwn  your  banner  of  start ; 

They  have  trampled  the  laws  ; 
They  have  stifled  the  freedom  they  hate, 

For  no  cause ! 

Do  you  love  it  or  slavery  best? 
Speak  !  Men  of  the  North  and  West 

They  strike  at  the  life  of  the  State  :— 

Shall  the  murder  be  done? 
They  cry,  "  We  are  two  !"    And  you? 

"'  We  are  one  !" 

You  must  meet  them,  then,  breast  to  breaat 
On  I  Men  of  the  North  and  Wentl 
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Not  with  words ;  they  laugh  them  to  scorn, 

And  tears  they  despise ; 
But  with  swords  in  your  hands,  and  death 

In  your  eyes  f 

Strike  home  1  leave  to  God  all  the  rest. 
Strike  1  Men  of  the  North  and  West  I 


ACROSS  THE  LINES. 

BY  ETHEL   LYNN. 

LEFT  for  dead  ?    I— Charlie  Coleman, 

On  the  field  we  won — and  lost, 
Like  a  dog  ;  the  ditch  my  death-bed 

My  pillow  but  a  log  across. 
Helpless  hangs  my  arm  beside  me, 

Drooping  lies  my  aching  head  ; 
How  strange  it  sounded  when  that  soldier, 

Passing,  spoke  of  me  as  "  dead." 

Dead  ?  and  here — where  yonder  banner 

Flaunts  its  scanty  group  of  stars, 
And  that  rebel  emblem  binds  me 

Close  within  those  bloody  bars. 
Dead  ?  without  a  stone  to  tell  it, 

Nor  a  flower  above  my  breast ! 
Dead  ?  where  none  will  whisper  softly, 

"  Here  a  brave  man  lies  at  rest  1" 

Help  me,  Thou,  my  mother's  Helper,— 

Jesus,  Thou  who  biding  here, 
Loved  like  me  an  earthly  mother, 

Be  thou  still  to  aid  me  near. 
Give  me  strength  to  totter  yonder, 

Hold  me  up  till  o'er  me  shines 
The  flag  of  Union — there  she  promised 

To  inert  me,  just  beyond  the  linei. 
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Weil  I  know  how  she  will  wander 

Where  a  woman's  foot  may  stray. 
Looking  with  those  eves  so  tender 

Where  the  poor  boys  wounded  lay. 
How  her  hand  will  bring  them  waters 

For  her  own  boy  Charlie's  sake, 
And  when  dying  bid  them  whisper, 

" 1  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  take/ 

Ah  I  I  stand  on  foot  but  feebly, 

And  the  blood  runs  very  fast, 
Tet  by  fence  and  bush  I'll  stagger 

Till  the  rebel  lines  be  past. 
*  Courage,  Charlie  1  twist  it  tighter,— 

The  tourniquet  about  your  arm ; 
Be  a  man— don't  faint  and  shiver 

When  the  lifetide  trickles  warm." 

Faint  and  weak, — still  coming,  mother, 

Walking  some,  but  creeping  more, 
Fearing  lest  the  watchful  sentry 

Stops  the  heart-beat, — slow  before 
Stay — with  fingers  ruddy  dabbled 

Loose  the  belt  your  waist  conl'-ies; 
Write  upon  it  "  Charlie  Colemaii— 

Carry  him  across  the  lines." 


Trembling  letters — but  some  stranger 

Chance  may  read  them  when  I'm 
And  for  the  sake  of  love  and  pity 

Bear  my  lifeless  body  on. 
Coming  1  ah — what  means  this  darkness- « 

Night  too  soon  is  coming  on. 
Mother,  are  you  waiting  ? — "  Jesui, 

Tell  her  that  with  You  I've  gone." 
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Then  the  bead  her  heart  had  pillowed, 

Drooping  laid  it  down  to  rest,, 
As  calm  as  when  in  baby  slumber 

Its  locks  were  cradled  on  her  breast. 

******* 
Glowed  the  sunset  o'er  the  meadow, 

Lighting  up  the  gloomy  pines, 
Where  a  body  only  lingered — 

Charlie's  soul  had  crossed  the  lines. 

A  passing  soldier — foe,  yet  human — 
Stooped  to  read  the  words  of  blood  ; 

So  pitiful,  so  sadly  earnest ; 

And  bore  him  onward  through  the  wood. 

Beneath  the  white  fla?:  bore  him  safely. 

Now,  while  Indian  Summer  shines, 
A  mothers's  tears  dew  springing  myrtle, 

O'er  Charlie's  grave  across  the  lines. 

THE  CAPTAIN'S  WIFE. 

BF  THEODORE   TILTON. 

WE  gathered  roses,  Blanche  and  I,  for  little  Madge 
one  morning  ; 

"  Like  every  soldier's  wife,"  said  Blanche,  "  I  dread  a 
soldier's  fate." 

Her  voice  a  little  trembled  then,  as  under  some  fore- 
warning. 

A  soldier  galloped  up  the  lane,  and  halted  at  the  gate. 

"  Which  house  is  Malcolm  Blake's  ?"  he  cried ;   "A 

letter  for  his  sister  !" 
And   when  I  thanked  him,   Blanche  inquired,  "  But 

none  for  me,  his  wife  ?" 
The  soldier  played  with  Madge's  curls,  and,  stooping 

over,  kissed  her : 
"Your  father  was  rny  captain,  child  I — I  loved  him  as 

iny  life!" 
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Then  suddenly  he  galloped  off  and  left  the  rest  un- 
spoken. 

I  burst  the  seal,  and  Blanche  exclaimed, — "What 
makes  you  tremble  so  ?" 

What  answer  did  I  dare  to  speak  ?  How  ought  the 
news  be  broken? 

I  could  not  shield  her  from  the  stroke,  yet  tried  to 
ease  the  blow. 


"A  battle  in  the  swamps,"  I  said;  "our  men  were 

brave,  but  lost  it." 
And,  pausing  there.— "  The  note,"  I  said,  "is  not  in 

Malcolm's  hand." 
And  first  a  flush  flurned  through  her  face,  and  then  a 

shadow  crossed  it. 
u  Read  quick,  dear  May  1 — read  all,  I  pray — and  let  me 

understand  1" 


I  did  not  read  it  as  it  stood, — but  tempered  BO  the 
phrases 

As  not  at  first  to  hint  the  worst, — held  back  the  fatal 
word, 

And  half  retold  his  gallant  charge,  his  shout,  his  com- 
rades' praises — 

Till  like  a  statue  carved  in  stone,  she  neither  spoke 
nor  stirred' 


Oh,  never  yet  a  woman's  heart  was  frozen  so  com- 
pletely I 

Bo  unbaptized  with  helping  tears ! — so  passionless  and 
dumb ! 

Spellbound  she  stood,  and  motionless,— till  little 
Madge  spoke  sweetly  : 

*Dear  mother,  is  the  battle  done  I  and  will  aiy  fathei 
come  Tfl 
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I  laid  my  finger  on  her  lips,  and  set  the  child  to  play- 
ing. 

Poor  Blanche  1  the  winter  in  her  cheek  was  snowy  like 
her  Dame  1 

What  could  «Le  do  but  kneel  and  pray,— and  linger  at 
her  piaying  ? 

OChiistI  when  other  heroes  die,  moan  other  wivei 
the  same? 

Must  other  women's  hearts  yet  break,  to  keep  the 

Cause  from  failing  ? 
God  pity  our  brave  lovers  then,  who  face  the  battle's 

blaze  T 

And  pity  wives  in  widowhood  !— But  is  it  unavailing? 
0  Lord !  give  Freedom  first,  then  Peace  1— and  unto 
be  praise  I 


MOVE  ON  THE  COLUMNS. 

BY  W.  D.   GALLAGHER. 
I. 

MOTE  on  the  columns  !     Why  delay  T 
Our  soldiers  sicken  in  their  camps : 

The  summer  heats,  the  autumn  damps, 
Have  isapp'd  their  vigor,  day  by  day 

And  now  the  winter  comes  apace, 
With  d Bath-chills  in  its  cold  embrac^ 

More  fatal  than  the  battle  fray. 

II. 

Move  on  the  columns  1     Hesitate 
No  longer  what  to  plan  or  do : 

Our  cause  is  good — our  men  are  true— 
This  fight  is  for  the  Flag,  the  State, 

The  Union,  and  the  hope  of  man : 

And  Right  will  end  what  Wrong  begaa, 

For  "God  the  Right  will  vindicate. 
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in. 

Move  on  the  columns !     Tf  the  land 
Is  lock'd  by  winter,  take  the  sea; 

No  possible  barrier  can  be 
So  fatal  to  a  rightful  stand, 

As  wavering  purpose  when  at  bay. 
This  or  THAT — "  at  once !  to-day  !" 

Where  worth  teii  thousand  men  at  hand. 


IV. 

Move  on  the  columns  I    With  the  bvveep 
Of  eagles  let  them  strike  the  foe  ; 

The  hurricane  lays  the  forest  low : 
Momentum  wings  the  daring  leap 

That  clears  the  chasm :  the  lightning  stroke 
Shivers  the  wind-defying  oak  ; 

The  earthquake  rocks  the  eternal  steep, 

v. 

Move  on  the  columns  !     Why  have  sprung 
Our  myriad  hosts  from  hill  and  plain? 

Leaving  the  sickle  in  the  grain, — 

Closing  the  harvest  hymn  half  sung, — 

Half  filled  the  granary  and  the  mow, — 
Unturn'd  the  sod,  untouch'd  the  plough, — 

Scythes  rusting  where  they  last  were  hung. 


VI. 

Move  on  the  columns !    They  are  her* 
To  found  anew  a  people's*  faith, 

To  save  from  treason  and  from  death 
A  nation  which  they  all  revere  ; 

And  on  each  manly  brow  is  set 
A  purpose  such  as  never  yet 

Was  thwarted  when,  as  now,  sincere. 
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Move  on  the  columns  1    Earth  contain! 

No  guerdon  for  the  good  and  free 
Like  that  which  bless'd  our  Liberty : 

And  while  its  banner  still  remains 
The  symbol  of  united  power, 

Nor  man  nor  fiend  can  tell  the  hour 
IB  which  its  star-lit  glory  wanes. 

vm. 

Move  on  the  columns  strong  and  bright! 

Strike  down  the  sacrilegious  hands 
That  clutch  and  wield  the  battle  brands 

Which  menace  with  their  Wrong  our  Right, 
Words  now  ure  wasted — glittering  steel 

Alone  can  make  the  last  appeal : 
They've  wil'd  it  so — and  we  must  fight. 

IX. 

Move  on  the  columns !    If  they  go 

By  ways  they  had  not  thought  to  take 
To  fields  we  had  not  meant  to  make  ; 

Or  if  they  bring  unthought-of  woe, 
Let  that  which  woke  the  fiery  wrath 

Fall  scorn'd  and  blackening  in  its  path. 

Not  man,  but  God,  may  stay  the  blow. 
Move  on  the  columns  I 


THE  SOLDIER'S   SWEETHEART. 

BY   GEOKGE   W.    BUNGAY. 

I  GO  down  to  the  sea, 

Where  the  waves  speak  to  me 
Of  my  darling,  the  soul  of  my  soul ; 

But  her  footprints  no  more 

Mark  the  desolate  shore, 
Where  she  tempted  the  billowi  to  rolL 
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There  the  sad  billows  break, 

Like  my  heart  for  her  sake, 
On  the  lonely  and  desolate  shore  ; 

For  the  waves  of  the  sea 

Are  now  sighing  with  me, 
For  a  mortal,  now  mortal  no  more. 

With  my  heart  filled  with  tear* 

And  my  hopes  chilled  with  fear*, 
Bv  the  grave  of  my  darling  I  knelt ; 

And  I  uttered  a  prayer 

On  the  listening  air, 
Whose  dew  wept  the  sorrow  I  felt 

There  the  winds  wove  a  shroud 

Of  a  dim  passing  cloud, 
Betwixt  me  and  the  bright  stars  above  ; 

And  the  form  in  its  fold, 

Like  the  shape  under  mould, 
Was  the  form  of  the  angel  I  love. 

Would  that  I  were  a  flower, 
Born  of  sunshine,  and  shower  ; 

I  would  grow  on  the  grave  of  the  dead. 
I  would  sweeten  the  air 
With  the  perfume  of  prayer, 

Till  my  soul  with  its  incense  had  fled 

And  I  never  would  fade 

In  the  delicate  shade 
Of  the  tree  in  whose  shadow  she  lie*, 

There  my  petals  should  bloom, 

By  her  white  rural  tomb. 
V  hen  the  stars  closed  their  beautiful 

Now  I  see  her  in  dreams 
On  the  banks  of  the  streams, 
ID  the  dear  land  of  exquisite  bliss, 
Where  the  sweep  of  her  wing*. 
And  the  song  that  she  sings, 
Oft  awake  me  to  sadness  in  this. 
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CARTE   DE  VISITB. 

"TWAS  a  terrible  fight,"  the  soldier  said! 
"  Our  Colonel  was  one  of  the  first  to  fall, 
Shot  dead  on  the  field  by  a  rifle  ball, — 

A  braver  heart  than  his  never  bled." 

A  group  for  the  painter's  art  were  they  ; 

The  soldier  with  scarred  and  sunburnt  face, 
A  fair-haired  girl1  full  of  youth  and  grace, 

And  her  aged  mother,  wrinkled  and  gray. 

These  three  in  porch,  where  the  sunlight  came 
Through  the  tangled  leaves  of  the  jasmine-vine, 
Spilling  itself  like  a  golden  wine. 

And  flecking  the  doorway  with  rings  of  flam*. 

The  soldier  had  stopped  to  rest  by  the  way, 
For  the  air  was  sultry  with  summer-heat ; 
The  road  was  like  ashes  under  the  feet, 

And  a  weary  distance  before  him  lay. 

u  Yes,  a  terrible  fight ;  our  Ensign  was  shot 
As  the  order  to  charge  was  given  the  men  ; 
When  one  from  the  ranks  seized  our  colors,  and 
then 

He,  too,  fell  dead  on  the  self-same  spot, 

•  A  handsome  boy  was  this  last :  his  hair 

Clustered  in  curls  round  his  noble  brow; 
I  can  almost  fancy  I  see  him  now, 
With  the  scarlet  stain  on  his  face  so  fair. 

Wliat  was  his  name  ? — have  you  never  heard  ?— 
Where  was  he  from,  this  youth  who  fell? 
And  your  regiment,  stranger,  which  was  it  t  t*<  1* 
"  Our  regiment  ?    It  was  the  Twenty  third  ' 

The  color  fled  from  the  yonng  girl's  cheek, 
Leaving  it  as  white  as  the  face  of  the  deal  ; 
The  mother  lifted  her  eyes,  and  said : 

*  Pity  my  daughter— iu  mercy  speak  1" 
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"  I  never  knew  aught  of  this  gallant  youth," 
The  soldier  answered  ;  not  even  hig  name, 
Or  from  what  part  of  our  State  he  came  :— 

As  God  is  above,  I  speak  the  truth  1 

"  But  when  we  buried  our  dead  that  night, 
I  took  from  his  breast  this  picture,— see  1 
It  is  as  like  him  as  like  can  be  : 

Hold  it  this  way,  toward  the  light" 


THE  BATTLE  SUMMER. 

BY  HENRY  T.  TUCKERMAN. 

THE  summer  wanes, — her  languid  sighs  now  yield 

To  autumn's  cheering  air  ; 
The  teeming  orchard  and  the  waving  field 

Fruition's  glory  wear. 

More  clear  against  the  flushed  horizen  wall, 

Stand  forth  each  rock  and  t/ee  ; 
More  near  the  cricket's  note,  the  plover's  call 

More  chrystalline  the  sea. 

The  sunshine  chastened,  like  a  mother's  gave, 

The  meadow's  vagrant  balm  ; 
The  purple  leaf  and  amber-tinted  maize 

Reprove  us  while  they  calm. 

For  on  the  landscape's  brightly  pensive  faee, 

War's  angry  shadow  lie  ; 
His  ruddy  stains  upon  the  woods  we  trace, 

And  in  the  crimson  sky 

No  more  we  bask  in  Earth's  contented  smile, 

But  sternly  muse  apart ; 
Vainly  her  charms  the  patriot's  soul  beguile 

Or  woo  the  orphan's  heart. 
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Ton  keen-eyed  stars  with  mute  reproaches  brind 

The  lapse  from  faith  and  law, — 
No  more  harmonious  emblems  of  a  land 

Ensphered  in  love  and  awe. 

As  cradled  in  the  noontide's  warm  embrace,' 

And  bathed  in  dew  and  rain, 
The  herbage  freshened,  and  in  billowy  grace 

Wide  surged  the  ripening  grain  ; 

And  the  wild  rose  and  clover's  honeyed  cell 

Exhaled  their  peaceful  breath, 
On  the  soft  air  broke  Treason's  fiendish  yell — 
_JThe  harbinger  of  death  I 

Nor  to  the  camp  alone  his  summon!  came 

To  blast  the  glowing  day. 
But  heavenward  bore  upon  the  wings  of  flame 

Our  poet's  mate  away  ;  * 

And  set  his  seal  upon  the  statesman's  lipa 

On  which  a  nation  hung  ;f 
And  rapt  the  noblest  life  in  cold  eclipse, 

By  woman  lived  or  sung.J 

How  shrinks  the  heart  from  Nature's  festal  noon, 

As  shrink  the  withered  leaves, — 
In  the  wan  light  of  Sorrow's  harvest  moon 

To  glean  her  blighted  sheaves. 

•Mra  Longfellow-          tCarour.          jMri.  Urowniag 


A  RAINY  DAY  IN  CAMP 

•Y     MRS.   ROBERT    SHAW     HOWLAND. 

IT'S  a  cheerless,  lonesome  evening, 
When  the  soaking,  sodden  ground 

Will  not  echo  to  the  footfall 
Of  the  sentinel's  dull  round. 
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God's  blue  star-spangled  banner 
To-night  is  not  unfurled, 

Surely  He  has  not  deserted 
This  weary,  warring  world 

I  peer  into  the  darkness, 

And  the  crowding  fancies  come  ; 

The  night-wind,  blowing  Northward 
Carries  all  ray  heart  toward  home. 

For  I  listed  in  this  army 
Not  exactly  to  my  mind ; 

But  my  country  called  for  helpers, 
And  I  coiild  n't  stay  behind. 

So,  I've  had  a  sight  of  drilling, 
And  have  roughed  it  many  ways, 

And  Death  has  nearly  had  me  ; 
Yet  I  think  the  service  pays. 

It's  a  blessed  sort  of  feeling, 
Whether  you  live  or  die  ; 

You  helped  her  country  in  her  need, 
And  fought  right  loyally 

But  I  can't  help  thinking,  sometimeiy 
When  a  wet  day's  leisure  comes, 

That  I  hear  the  old  home  voices 
Talking  louder  than  the  drums, 

And  the  far,  familiar  faces, 
Pe«p  in  at  the  tent  door, 

And  the  little  children's  footsteps 
Go  pit-pat  on  the  floor, 

I  can't  help  thinking,  somehow, 

Of  all  the  parson  reads 
About  that  other  soldier-life 

Which  every  true  man  leads. 

And  wife,  soft-hearted  creature, 
Seems  a-saying  in  my  ear. 
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"I'd  rather  have  you  in  those  ranks 
Than  to  see  you  Brigadier." 

I  call  myself  a  bravo  one, 

But  in  ray  heart  I  lie  ! 
For  my  Country  and  her  Honor 

1  am  fiercely  free  to  die. 

But  when  the  Lord  who  bought  me, 

Asks  for  my  service  here, 
To  "  fight  the  good  fight"  faithfully, 

I'm  skulking  in  the  rear. 

And  yet  I  know  this  Captain 

All  love  and  care  to  be  ; 
He  would  never  get  impatient 

With  a  raw  recruit  like  me. 

And  I  know  He'd  not  forget  me, 
When  the  Day  of  Peace  appears  ; 

I  should  share  with  Him  the  victory 
Of  all  his  volunteers. 

And  it's  kind  of  cheerful,  thinking 

Beside  the  dull  tent  fire, 
About  that  big  promotion 

When  He  says,  "  Come  up  higher." 

And  though  it's  dismal  rainy, 

Even  now,  with  thoughts  of  Him, 

Camp-life  looks  extra  cheery, 
And  death  a  deal  less  grim. 

For  I  seem  to  see  Him  waiting 
Where  a  gathered  Heaven  greet* 

A  great,  victorious  army, 

Surging  up  the  golden  streets ; 

And  I  hear  Him  read  the  roll-call, 
And  my  heart  is  all  aflame, 
When  the  dear,  Recording  Angel 
Writes  down  my  happy  name  1 
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But  my  fire  is  dead  white  ashes, 
And  the  tent  is  chilling  cold, 

And  I'm  playing  win  the  battle, 
Wheii  I've  never  been  enrolled. 


THE   CAVALRY  CHARGE. 


BY  FRANCIS 


DURIVAGR. 


WITH  bray  of  the  trumpet 

And  roll  of  the  drum, 
And  keen  ring  of  bugle, 

The  cavalry  corne. 
Sharp  clank  the  steel  scabbards, 

The  bridle-chains  ring, 
And  foam  from  red  nostrils 

The  wild  chargers  fling. 

Tramp  I  tramp !  o'er  the  greensward 

That  quivers  below, 
Scarce  held  by  the  curb-bit 

The  fierce  horses  go  I 
And  the  grim-visaged  colonel, 

With  ear-rending  shout, 
Peals  forth  to  the  squadrons 

The  order—"  trot  out  1" 

One  hand  on  the  sabre, 

And  one  on  the  rein, 
The  troopers  move  forward 

In  line  on  the  plain. 
As  rings  the  word  "  Gallop  1* 

The  steel  scabbards  clank, 
And  each  rowel  is  pressed 

To  a  horse's  hot  flank ; 
And  swift  is  their  rush 

As  the  wild  torrents  flow, 
When  it  pours  from  the  crag 

On  the  valley  below.  • 
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"  Charge  J"  thunders  the  leader  t 

Like  shaft  from  the  bow 
Each  mad  horse  is  hurled 

On  the  wavering  foe. 
A  thousand  bright  sabres 

Are  gleaming  in  air  ; 
A  thousand  dark  horses 

Are  flashed  on  the  square. 

Resistless  and  reckless 

Of  aught  may  betide, 
Like  demons,  not  mortals, 

The  wild  troopers  ride. 
Cut  right  I  and  cut  left ! — 

For  the  parry  who  needs? 
The  bayonets  shiver 

Like  wind-shattered  reeda. 
Vain — vain  the  red  volley 

That  bursts  from  the  squar«/*«» 
The  random-shot  bullets 

Are  wasted  in  air. 
Triumphant,  remorseless, 

Unerring  as  death, — 
No  sabre  that's  stainless 

Returns  to  its  sheath. 

The  wounds  that  are  dealt 
By  that  murderous  steel 
Will  never  yield  case 

For  the  surgeon  to  heal. 
Hurrah  1  they  are  broken- 
Hurrah  1  boys,  they  fly- 
None  linger  save  those 
Who  but  linger  to  die. 

Rein  up  your  hot  horses 
And  call  in  your  men, — ' 

The  trumpet  sounds  "  Rail/ 
To  color"  again. 

Borne  saddles  are  empty, 
Some  comrades  are 
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And  some  noble  horses 

Lie  stark  on  the  plain, 
But  war's  a  chance  game,  boyt, 

And  weeping  is  vain. 

LYON. 

SI^G'  bird>  on  &reen  Missouri's  plain, 

The  saddest  song  of  sorrow  ; 
Drop  tears,  0  clouds,  in  gentlest  rain 

Ye  from  the  winds  can  borrow  ; 
Breathe  out,  ye  winds,  your  softest  sigh, 

Weep  flowers,  in  dewy  splendor, 
For  him  who  knew  well  how  to  die 

But  never  to  surrender. 

Up  rose  serene  the  August  sun 

Upon  that  day  of  glory : 
Up  curled  from  musket  and  from  gun 

The  war-cloud  gray  and  hoary  ; 
It  gathered  like  a  funeral  pall, 

Now  broken  and  now  blended 
Where  rang  the  buffalo's  angry  call, 

And  rank  with  rank  contended. 
Four  thousand  men,  as  brave  and  trut 

As  e'er  went  forth  in  daring, 
Upon  the  foe  that  morning  threw 

The  strength  of  their  despairing. 
They  feared  not  death,— men  bless  the  field 

lhat  patriot  soldiers  die  on ; 
Fair  Freedom's  cause  was  sword  and  shield  - 

And  at  their  head  was  Lyon  I 

Their  leader's  troubled  soul  looked  forth 

From  eyes  of  troubled  brightness  ; 
Bad  soul  1  the  burden  of  the  North 

Had  pressed  out  all  its  lightness. 
He  gazed  upon  the  unequal  fight, 

His  ranks  all  rent  and  gory, 
And  felt  the  shadows  close  like  night 

Round  his  career  of  glory. 
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u  General,  come,  lead  us  !"  loud  the  cry 

From  a  brave  band  was  ringing, — 
"Lead  us,  and  we  will  stop,  or  die, 

That  battery's  awful  singing." 
He  spurred  to  where  his  heroes  stood, 

Twice  wounded, — no  wound  knowing,— 
The  tire  of  battle  in  his  blood 

And  on  his  forehead  glowing. 

Oh,  cursed  for  aye  that  traitor's  hand, 

And  cursed  that  aim  so  deadly, 
Which  smote  the  bravest  of  the  land, 

And  dyed  his  bosom  redly ! 
Serene  he  lay  while  past  him  pressed 

The  battle's  furious  billow, 
As  calmly  as  a  babe  may  rest 

Upon  its  mother's  pillow. 

So  Lyon  died !  and  well  may  floweri 

His  place  of  burial  cover, 
For  never  had  this  land  of  ours 

A  more  devoted  lover. 
Living  his  country  was  his  pride. 

His  life  he  gave  her  dying, — 
Life,  fortune,  love, — he  naught  denied 

To  her  and  to  her  sighing. 

Rest,  Patriot,  in  thy  hill-side  grave, 
.  Beside  her  form  who  bore  thee  I 
Long  m&y  tlie  land  thou  died'st  to  sar 

Her  bannered  stars  wave  o'er  thee  I 
Upon  her  history's  brightest  pag«, 

And  on  Fame's  glowing  portal, 
She'll  writ  thy  grand,  heroic  page, 

And  grave  thy  name  immortal  1 

MARCH! 

BY  BAYARD    TAYLOP 

WITH  rushing  winds  and  gloomy  skiea 
The  dark  and  stubborn  Winter  die*  > 
Fai  off,  unseen,  Spring  faintly  cries, 
Bidding  her  earliest  child  arise  : 

Marck  * 
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By  streams  still  held  in  icy  snare, 
On  Southern  hill-sides,  melting  bare, 
O'er  fields  that  motley  colors  wear, 
That  summons  fills  the  changeful  air ; 

March  1 

What  though  conflicting  seasons  make 
Thy  days  their  field,  they  woo  or  shak* 
The  sleeping  lids  of  life  awake, 
And  Hope  is  stronger  for  thy  sake : 
March ! 

Then  from  the  mountains,  ribbed  with  snow. 
Once  more  thy  rousing  bugle  blow, 
And  East  and  West,  and  to  and  fro, 
Proclaim  thy  coming  to  the  foe : 

March  I 

Say  to  the  picket,  chilled  and  numb, 
Say  to  the  camp's  impatient  hum, 
Say  to  the  trumpet  and  the  drum  : 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  I  come,  I  come ! 

March ! 

Cry  to  the  waiting  hoast  that  stray 
On  sandy  sea-sides  far  away, 
By  marshy  isle  and  gleaming  bay, 
Where  Southern  March  is  Norther  May  I 
March! 

Announce  thyself  with  welcome  noise, 
Where  Glory's  victor-eagles  poise 
Above  the  proud,  heroic  boys 
Of  Iowa  and  Illinois : 

March! 

Then  down  the  long  Potomac's  line 
Shout  like  a  storm  on  hills  of  pine. 
Till  ramrods  ring  and  bayonets  shine,— 
"  Advance  1  the  Chieftain's  call  is  mine : 
"MARCH!" 


ON  GUARD. 
ON  GUARD. 

BY  JOHN   G.   NICOLAY. 

IN  the  black  terror-night, 
On  yon  mist-shrouded  hill, 

Slowly,  with  lootgtep  light, 
Stealthy  and  grim  and  still, 

Like  ghost  in  winding  sheet 
Risen  at  midnight  bell, 

Over  his  lonely  heat 
Marches  the  sentinel! 

In  storm-defying  cloak — 

Jlaud  on  hist  trusty  gun- 
Heart,  like  a  heart  of  oak — 

Eye,  never-setting  sun  ; 
Speaks  but  the  challenge- shout. 

All  foos  without  the  line, 
Heeds  bur,,  to  solve  the  doubt. 

Watchword  and  countersign. 

Camp- ward  the  watch  fires  gleam 

Beacon-like  in  the  gloom ; 
Round  them  his  comrades  dream 

Pictures  of  youth  and  home. 
While  in  his  heart  the  bright 

Hope-fires  shine  everywhere, 
In  love's  enchanting  light 

Memory  lies  dreaming  there. 

Faint,  through  the  silence  come 

From  the  foes'  grim  array, 
Growl  of  impatient  drum 

Eager  for  morrow's  fray, 
Echo  of  song  and  shout, 

Curse  and  carousal  glee, 
As  in  a  fiendish  rout 

Demons  at  revelry. 

Close,  in  the  gloomy  shade-— 
Danger  lurks  ever  nigh — 


COMING   HCME. 

Grasping  his  dagger-blade 
Crouches  th'  assassin  spy ; 

Shrinks  at  the  guardsman's  tread 
Quails  'fore  his  gleaming  eyes, 

Creeps  back  with  baffled  hate, 
Cursing  his  cowardice. 

Nausrht  can  beguile  his  bold, 

Unsleeping  vigilance ; 
E'en  in  the  tireflame,  old 

Visions  unheeded  dance. 
Fearless  of  lurking  spy, 

Scornful  of  wassail-swell, 
With  an  undaunted  eye 

Marches  the  sentinel. 

Low,  to  his  trusty  gun 

Eagerly  whispers  he, 
"Wait,  with  the  morning  sun 

March  we  to  victory, 
Fools,  into  Satan's  clutch 

Leaping  ere  dawn  of  day : 
He  who  would  fight  must  watcl 

tie  who  would  win  must  pray. 

Pray  !  for  the  night  hath  wings  ; 

Watch !  for  the  foe  is  near  ; 
March  !  till  the  morning  brings 

Fame-wreath  or  soldier's  bier. 
So  shall  the  poet  write, 

When  all  hath  ended  well, 
*  Thus  through  the  nation's  night 

Marched  Freedom's  sentinel," 


COMING  HOME. 

They  are  coming  home,  coming  home- 
Brother  and  lover,  i'ather  and  son, 

Friend  and  foe, — they  are  coming  horn* 
To  rest,  for  their  work  is  done. 
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They  come  from  the  hospital,  picket  and  field,— 
From  iron  boat  and  frowning  fort,-— 

In  silent  companies,  slowly  wheeled, 
In  the  rhythm  of  a  doleful  thought 

This  was  a  father  of  women  and  men, 

Gray-haired,  but  hale,  and  strong  of  limb ; 

The  bayonet  flashed  and  flashed  again, 
And  the  old  man's  eyes  grew  dim. 

Here  was  a  form  of  manly  grace  ; 

The  bomb-shell  groaning  through  the  air 
Drenched  with  his  blood  a  pictured  face 

And  a  curl  of  silken  hair. 

This  was  a  bright-eyed,  venturesome  boy  ; 

Back  from  the  perilous  picket-ground 
They  bore  him,  waked  from  his  dream  of  joy 

To  a  ghastly,  fatal  wound. 

And  thus  for  three  days  lingering, 
He  talked  in  wandering,  rapid  speech, 

Of  mother  and  home,  and  the  cooling  spring 
His  lips  could  almost  reach. 

Ihey  are  coming  home  :  but  not  as  they  went, 
With  the  flying  flag  and  stirring  band; 

With  the  tender  word  and  message  sent 
From  the  distant  waving  hand. 


AFTER  ALL. 

BY   WILLIAM    WINTKB. 

THE  apples  are  ripe  in  the  orchard. 
The  work  of  the  reaper  is  done, 

And  the  golden  woodlands  redden 
In  the  blood  of  the  dying  sun. 
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At  the  cottage-door  the  grandsire 

Sits  pale  in  his  easy-chair, 
While  the  gentle  win'd  of  twilight 

Plays  -KTith  his  silver  hair. 

A  woman  is  kneeling  beside  him ; 

A  fair  young  head  is  pressed, 
In  the  first  wild  passion  of  sorrow, 

Against  his  aged  breast. 

And  far  from  over  the  distance 

The  faltering  echoes  come 
Of  the  dying  blast  of  trumpet, 

And  the  rattling  roll  of  drum. 

And  the  grandsire  speaks  in  a  whisper  I 

"  The  end  no  man  can  see  ; 
But  we  give  him  to  his  country, 

And  we  give  our  prayers  to  Thee.* 

The  violets  star  the  meadows, 
The  rose-buds  fringe  the  door, 

And  over  the  grassy  orchard 
The  pink-white  blossoms  pour. 

But  the  grandsire's  chair  is  empty, 

The  cottage  is  dark  and  still ; 
There's  a  nameless  grave  in  the  battle-field, 

And  a  new  one  under  the  hill. 

And  a  pallid,  tearless  woman 

By  the  cold  hearth  sits  alone, 
And  the  old  clock  in  the  corner 

Ticks  on  with  a  steady  drone. 
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SOUTHERN  SONG  OF  FREEDOM. 
AIR— '•  The   MinstreVs  Return." 

A  nation  has  sprung  into  life 

Beneath  the  bright  Cross  of  the  South; 
And  now  a  loud  call  to  the  strife 

Rings  out  from  the  shrill  bugle's  mouth, 
They  gather  from  morass  and  mountain, 

They  gather  from  prairie  and  mart, 
To  drink  at  young  Liberty's  fountain, 
The  nectar  that  kindles  the  heart. 

Then,  hail  to  the  land  of  the  pine  I 
The  home  of  the  noble  and  free  ; 
A  palmetto  wreath  we'll  entwine 
Round  the  altar  of  young  Liberty  1 

Our  flag,  with  its  cluster  of  stars, 

Firm  fixed  in  a  field  of  pure  blue. 
All  shining  through  red  and  white  bars, 

Now  gallantly  flutters  in  view. 
The  stalwart  and  brave  round  it  rally, 

They  press  to  their  lips  every  fold, 
While  the  hymn  swells  from  hill  and  from  valley, 

"  Be  God  with  our  Volunteers  bold." 

Then,  hail  to  the  land  of  the  pine  1  &o. 
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Th'  invaders  rush  down  from  the  North, 

Our  borders  are  black  with  their  hordes; 
Like  wolves  for  their  victims  they  flock, 

While  whetting  their  knives  and  their  sword* 
Their  watchword  is  "  Booty  and  Beauty," 

Their  aim  is  to  steal  as  they  go ; 
But,  Southrons,  act  up  to  your  duty, 

And  lay  the  foul  miscreants  low. 

Then,  hail  to  the  land  of  the  pine  1  &0. 

The  God  of  our  fathers  looks  down 

And  blesses  the  cause  of  the  just ; 
His  smile  will  the  patriot  crown 

Who  tramples  his  chains  in  the  dust. 
March,  march  Southrons  1  shoulder  to  shoulder, 

One  heart-throb,  one  shout  for  the  cause ; 
^emember — the  world's  a  beholder, 

And  your  bayonets  are  fixed  at  your  doors  I 
Then,  hail  to  the  land  of  the  pine! 
The  home  of  the  noble  and  free ; 
A  palmetto  wreath  we'll  entwine 
feouiid  the  altar  of  Liberty. 


J.   H.  H, 


WHAT  THE   SOUTH  WINDS  SAY. 

Faint  as  the  echo  of  an  echo  born, 
A  bugle-note  swells  on  the  air  ; 
Now  louder,  fuller,  far  and  near, 

It  sounds  a  mighty  horn. 

The  noblest  blast  blown  in  our  time 
Comes  from  the  South  on  every  breeze. 
To  sweep  across  the  shining  seas 

In  sympathy  sublime ! 
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Tis  Freedom's  reveille  that  cornea 
Upon  the  air'  blent  with  a  tramp. 
Which  tells  that  she  now  seats  her  camp, 

With  trumpets  and  with  drums. 

When  first  I  heard  that  pealing  horn,  _ 
Its  sounds  were  faint  and  black  m  the  night; 
But  soon  I  saw  a  burst  of  light 

That  told  of  coining  morn  1 

When  first  I  heard  that  martial  tread, 
Swell  on  the  chilly  morning  breeze, 
Tvvas  faint  as  sound  of  distant  seas, — 

Now,  it  might  rouse  the  dead  1 

Aye,  it  has  roused  the  dead  !     They  start 
From  many  a  battle-field  to  teach 
Their  children  noble  thoughts  and  speech— 

To  "  fire  the  Southern  heart  1" 

Not  only  noble  thoughts,  but  deeds, 
Our  fathers  taught  us  how  to  dare  ; 
They  fling  our  banners  on  the  air, 

And  bring  our  battle-steeds  1 

While  louder  rings  that  mighty  horn, 
Whose  clarion  notes  on  every  gale 
Tells  history's  latest,  greatest  tale— 

A  nation  now  is  bornl 

And  at  that  trump's  inspiring  peal, 
Within  Time's  lists  I  see  it  stand, 
A  splendid  banner  in  its  hand, 

Full  armed  from  head  to  heel  i 

Long  ages  in  their  flight  shall  see 
That  flag  wave  o'er  a  nation  brave— 
A  people  who  preferred  one  grave 

Sooner  than  slavery  J 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  BETHEL  CHURCH. 

JUNE  10, 1861. 

As  hurtles  the  tempest. 

Proclaiming  the  storm, 
The  Northern  invaders 

Tuiniiltuously  swarm. 
Loudly  rings  their  battle-cry, 
Glares  with  fury  every  eye  ; 
Virginia's  sons  they  swear  shall  die, 
Or  wear  their  chains  of  slavery. 

As  meets  the  chafed  ocean 

The  immutable  rock, 
The  brave  Southern  freemen 

Await  the  stern  shock. 
Firm  is  every  lip  compressed, 
Front  to  foe  is  every  breast, 
While  silent  prayer  to  Heaven  attest 

Resolve  for  death  or  victory. 

They  number  by  thousands, 

The  men  that  assail  ; 
The  hundreds  that  wait  them, 

Oh!  can  they  prevail? 
Spoils  and  beauty  urge  the  fray, 
Hearts  and  homes  contest  the  day, 
And  fiercely  brands  the  battle's  bray, 

While  Right  and  Might  strive  valiant!/, 

Down  sweet  the  invaders, 

Like  billows  of  storm, — 
Dead,  wounded,  and  dying, 

They  backward  are  borne. 
Vain  they  rally,  vain  return,—- 
Lead  and  steel  and  graves  they  earn  ; 
While  angels  guard  their  ranks  from  harm 

Who  fight  for  homes  and  1. burly. 
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gee  !  see !  they  are  flying  I 

Quick,  up  and  pursue! 
And  rnete  out  the  measure 

The  hirelings  due  1 
Wolves,  as  brave,  to  sheepfolds  hie  ; 
Lambs,  less  swift,  from  lions  fly  ; 
While  thanks,  ascend  to  Him  on  high 

Who  gave  our  arms  the  victory. 

GOD  SAVE  THE  SOUTH  1 

BY   R.    S.   A. 

Wake,  every  minstrel  strain  ! 

Ring  o'er  each  Southern  plain- 
God  save  the  South ! 
Still  let  this  noble  band, 
Joined  now  in  heart  and  hand, 
Fight  for  our  sunny  land,— 
Land  of  the  South. 

Armed  in  such  sacred  cause, 
We  covet  no  vain  applause  ; 

Our  swords  are  free. 
No  spot  of  wrong  or  shame 
Rests  on  our  banner's  fame, 
Flung  forth  in  Freedom's  narat 

O'er  mound  and  sea. 

Then  let  the  invader  come  ; 
Soon  will  the  beat  of  drum 

Rally  us  all. 

Forth  from  our  homes  we  go- 
Death  1  death  I  to  every  foe ; 
Says  each  maiden  low : 

God  save  us  all  1 

Ay,  when  the  battle-hour 
Darkest  may  seem  to  lower, 
God  is  our  trust 
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THE  SOUTH  IN  ARMS. 

Bi  REV-  J.  H.    MARTIN. 

Oh  !  see  ye  not  the  sight  sublime, 
Unequalled  in  all  previous  time, 
Presented  in  this  Southern  clime, 
The  home  of  chivalry  ? 

A  warlike  race  of  freemen  stand, 
With  martial  front  and  sword  in  hand, 
Defenders  of  their  native  land,-— 
The  sons  of  Liberty. 

Unawed  by  numbers,  they  defy 
The  tyrant  North,  nor  will  they  fly 
Resolved  to  conquer  or  to  die, 
And  win  a  glorious  name. 

Sprung  from  renowned  heroic  sires, 
Inflamed  with  patriotic  fires, 
Their  bosoms  burn  with  fierce  desires, 
The  thirst  for  victory. 

'Tis  not  the  love  of  bloody  strife, 
The  horrid  sacriiice  of  life, 
But  thoughts  of  mother,  sister,  wife, 
That  stir  their  manly  heart. 

A  sense  of  honor  bids  them  go, 
To  meet  a  hireling,  ruthless  foe, 
And  deal  in  wrath  the  deadly  blow 
Which  vengence  loud  demands. 

In  Freedom's  sacred  cause  they  fight, 
For  Independence,  Justice, 
Arid  to  resist  a  desperate  might. 
And  by  Manas«as'  glorious  name, 
And  by  Missouri's  fields  of  fame, 
We  hear  them  swear,  with  one  acclaim, 
We'll  triumph,  or  we'll  die  I 
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"GALL  ALL!    CALL  ALLi" 

BY  "  GEORGIA." 

WHOOP  !  the  Doodles  have  broken  loose, 
Roaring  round  like  the  very  deuce  1 
Lice  of  E^ypt,  a  hungry  pack, — 
After  'em,  boys,  and  drive  'em  back. 

Bull-dog,  terrior,  cur,  and  fice. 
Back  to  the  beggarly  land  of  ice ; 
Worry  'em,  bite  'em,  scratch  and  tear 
Everybody  and  everywhere. 

Old  Kentucky  is  caved  from  under, 
Tennessee  is  split  assunder, 
Alabama  awaits  attack, 
And  Georgia  bristles  up  her  back. 

Old  John  Brown  is  dead  and  gone  I 
Still  his  spirit  is  marching  on, — 
Lantern-jawed,  and  legs,  my  boys, 
Long  as  an  ape's  from  Illinois  I 

Want  a  weapon  ?    Gather  a  brick, 
Club  or  cudgel,  or  stone  or  stick ; 
Anything  with  a  blade  or  butt, 
Anything  that  can  cleave  or  cut 

Anything  heavy,  or  hard,  or  keen  I 
Any  sort  of  slaying  machine  1 
Anything  with  a  willing  mind. 
And  the  steady  arm  of  a  man  behind. 

Waiu  a  weapon  !     Why,  capture  one  1 
Every  Doodle  has  got  a  gun, 
Belt,  and  bayonet,  bright  and  new  ; 
Kill  a  Doodle,  and  capture  two  ! 
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Shoulder  to  shoulder,  eon  and  sire  I 
All,  call  all !  to  the  feast  of  fire  1 
Mother  and  maiden,  and  child  and  slave, 
A  common  triumph  or  a  single  grave. 


SOUTHERN   SONG. 


IF  ever  I  consent  to  be  married, 
(And  who  would  refuse  a  good  mate  ?) 

The  man  whom  I  give  my  hand  to, 
Must  believe  in  the  rights  of  the  State. 

To  a  husband  who  quietly  submits 
To  negro-equality  sway, 

The  true  Southern  girl  will  not  barter 
Her  heart  and  affections  away. 

The  heart  I  may  choose  to  preside  o'er 
True,  warm,  and  devoted  must  be, 

And  have  true  love  for  a  Union 
Under  the  Southern  Liberty  Tree. 

Should  Lincoln  attempt  to  coerce  him, 
To  share  with  the  negro  his  right, 

Then,  smiling,  I'd  gird  on  his  armor, 
And  bid  him  God-speed  in  the  fight. 

And  if  he  should  fall  in  the  conflict, 
His  memory  with  tears  I  will  grace ; 

Better  w&ep  o'er  a  patriot  fallen, 
Than  blush  in  a  Tory  embrace. 

We  girls  are  all  for  a  Union, 
Where  a  marked  distinction  is  laid 

Between  the  rights  of  the  mistress, 
And  those  of  the  kinky-haired  maid. 
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Revealed,  as  in  a  lightning  flash, 

A  Hero  stood  ! 
Th'  invading  foe,  the  trumpet's  crash, 

Set  up  his  blood  1 

High  o'er  the  sacred  pile  thatbendi 

Those  forms  above. 
Thy  Star,  0  Freedom  !  brightly  blendi 

Its  rays  with  Love. 

The  banner  of  a  mighty  race 

Serenely  there, 
Unfurls— the  genius  of  the  place, 

And  haunted  air  I 

A  vow  is  registered  in  heaven — 

Patriot !  'twas  thine 
To  guard  those  matchless  colors,  given 

By  hand  Divine. 

Jackson  !  thy  spirit  m;iy  not  hear 

The  wail  ascend ! 
A  nation  bends  above  thy  bier, 

And  mourns  its  friend. 

Th'  example  is  thy  monument ; 

In  organ  tones 
Thy  name  resounds,  with  glory  blent, 

Prouder  than  thrones  1 

And  they  whose  loss  has  been  our  gain— 

A  People's  care 
Shall  win  their  hearts  from  pain 

And  wipe  the  tear. 

When  time  shall  set  the  captives  free, 

Now  scath'd  by  wrath, — 
Heirs  of  his  immortality, 

Bright  be  their  path. 
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DIXIE. 

•OUTHRONS.     HEAR  YOUR  COUNTRY   CALL   TOUt 
BY   ALBERT  PIKE. 

Bonthrona,  hear  your  Country  call  you » 
Up  !  lest  worse  than  death  befall  you  ! 

To  arms !  To  arms !  To  arms  !  in  Dixie  1 
Lo !  all  the  beacon-fires  are  lighted, 
Let  all  hearts  be  now  united  1 

To  arms  1  To  arms  !  To  arms !  in  Dixie* 
Aavance  the  flag  of  Dixie  ! 

Hurrah  !  hurrah  1 

For  Dixie's  land  we  take  onr  stand, 
And  live  or  die  for  Dixie  1 
To  arms  !  To  arms  ! 

And  conquer  peace  for  Dixie  I 
To  arms  !  To  arms! 
And  conquer  peace  for  Dixie  1 

Hear  the  Northern  thunders  mutter  I 
Northern  flags  in  South  wind  flutter  ; 
To  arms,  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie  1  etc. 


Fear  no  danger!  shun  no  labor  I 
Lift  up  rifle,  pike,  and  sabre  1 

To  arms,  etc. 

Shoulder  pressing  close  to  shoulder, 
Let  the  odds  make  each  heart  bolder! 

To  arms,  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie !  etc. 
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How  the  Sontli's  great  heart  rejoices, 
At  your  cannons'  ringing  voices  ; 

To  arms !  etc 

For  faith  betrayed  arid  pledges  broken, 
Wrongs  inflicted,  insults  spoken  ; 

To  arras!  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie !  eta 

Strong  as  lions,  swift  as  eagles, 

Back  to  their  kennels  hunt  these  beaglegl 

To  arms !  etc. 

Cut  the  unequal  words  assimder  1 
Let  them  then  each  other  plunder! 

To  arms !  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie  !  etc, 

Swear  upon  your  Country's  altar, 
Never  to  submit  or  falter  ; 

To  arms  !  etc. 

Till  the  spoilers  are  defeated, 
Till  the  Lord's  work  is  completed. 

To  arms !  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie  !  etc. 

Halt  not  till  our  Federation 

Secures  among  Earth's  Powers  its  station  I 

To  arms!  etc. 

Then  at  peace,  and  crowned  with  glory, 
Hear  your  children  tell  the  story ; 

To  arms!  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie  !  etc. 

If  the  loved  ones  weep  in  sadness, 
Victory  soon  shall  bring  them  gladness: 

To  arms !  etc. 

Exultant  pride  soon  banish  sorrow  ; 
Smiles  chase  tears  away  to-morow. 

To  arms !  etc. 

Advance  tke  flag  of  Dixie  !  etc. 
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TRUE  TO  HIS  NAME. 

In  ancient  days,  Jehovah  said, 
In  voice  botli  sweet  and  calm, 

Be  Abram's  name  forever  changed 
To  that  of  Abraham  ! 

T  was  then  decreed  his  progeny 
Should  occupy  high  stations, 

For  Abraham,  in  Hebrew,  means 
"  Father  of  many  nations  1" 

In  our  own  land  an  Abraham, 
With  speeches  wise  noc  witty, 

Went  down  to  our  Jerusalem, 
The  famous  Federal  city. 

True  to  his  name,  this  Abraham, 
So  changed  are  his  relations. 

Instead  of  one  great  nation,  be 
"  Father  of  many  nations," 
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AIR — "  Scots,  who,  hae" 

Countrymen  of  Washington  I j 

Countrymen  of  Jefferson  1 
By  Old  Hick'ry  oft  led  on 

To  death  or  victory  !    I 

Sons  of  men  who  fought  and  Wed, 
Whose  blood  for  you  was  freely  shert, 
Where  Marion  charged  and  Sumpter  led 
For  freemen's  rights  1 
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From  the  Cowpens  glorious  way, 
Southern  valor  led  the  fray 
To  York  town's  eventful  day, 
First  we  were  free  ! 

At  New  Orleans  we  met  the  fo«  J 
Oppressors  fell  at  every  blow ; 
There  we  laid  the  usurper  low, 
For  maids  aiid  wives  1 

Who  on  Palo  Alto's  day, 
'Mid  fire  and  hail  at  Monterey, 
At  Buena  Vista  lod  the  way  ? 
"  Rough-ai  id-Ready  1" 

Southrons  all,  at  Freedom's  c&H, 
For  our  homes  united  all, 
Freemen  live,  or  freemen  fall! 
Death  or  liberty  1 
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I  wish  I  was  in  de  land  o'  cotton, 
Old  times  dair  ain't  not  forgotten,— 

Look  away,  &c. 

In  Dixie  land  whar  I  was  born  in, 
Early  on  one  frosty  morn  in', — 
Look  away,  &c. 

Chorus — Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixit 

In  Dixie  land  dat  frosty  mornin', 

Jis  'bout  de  time  de  day  was  dawnin',- 

Look  away,  &c. 

De  signal  fire  from  de  east  bin  roarin1, 
Rouse  up,  Dixie,  no  more  snorin', — 
Look -a  wav,  &c. 

Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixie 
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Dat  rocket  high  a  bl  zing  in  de  sky, 

Tis  de  sign  clat  de  snobbies  am  comin*  up  nigh,— 

Look  away,  &c. 

Dey  bin  braggin'  long,  if  we  dare  too  shoot  a  shot, 
Dey  coniin'  up  strong  and  dey '11  send  us  all  to  pot. 

Fire  away,  fire  away,  lads  in  gray. 

Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixie. 


TO  THE  TORIES  OF  VIRGINIA. 

In  the  ages  gone  by,  when  Virginia  arose 

Her  honor  and  truth  to  main-am, 
Her  sons  round  her  banner  would  rally  with  pride, 

Determined  to  save  it  from  stain. 

No  heart  in  those  days  was  so  false  or  so  cold, 

That  it  did  not  exquisitely  thrill 
With  a  love  and  devotion  that  none  would  withhold, 

Until  death  the  proud  bosom  should  chill. 

Was  Virginia  in  danger  ?     Fast,  fast  at  her  call, 

From  the  mountains  e'en  unto  the  sea, 
Came  up  her  brave  children  their  mother  to  shield, 

And  to  die  that  she  still  might  be  free. 

And  coward  was  he,  who,  when  danger'*  dark  cloud 

Overshadowed  Virginia's  fair  sky, 
Turned  a  deaf,  careless  ear,  when  her  summons  was 
heard, 

Or  refused  for  her  honor  to  die. 

Oh !  proud  are  the  mem'ries  of  days  that  are  past, 

And  richly  the  heart  thrills  whene'er 
We  think  of  the  brave,  who,  their  mother  to  save. 

Have  died,  as  they  lived,  without  fear. 
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But  now,  can  it  be  that  Virginia's  name 

Fails  to  waken  the  homage  and  love 
Of  e'en  one  of  her  sons?     Oh!  cold,  cold  must  be 

The  heart  that  her  name  will  not  move. 

When  she  rallies  for  freedom,  for  justice,  and  right, 

Will  her  sons,  with  a  withering  sneer, 
Revile  her,  and  taunt  her  with  treason  and  shame, 

Or  say  she  is  moved  by  foul  fear? 

Will  they  tell  her  her  glories  have  fled  or  grown  pale? 

That  she  bends  to  tyrant  in  shame  ? 
Will  they  trample  her  glorious  flag  in  the  dust, 

Or  load  with  reproaches  her  name  ? 

Will  they  fly  from  her  shores,  or  desert  her  in  need! 

Will  Virginians  their  backs  ever  turn 
On  their  mother,  and  fly  when  the  danger  is  nigh, 

And  her  claim  to  their  fealty  spurn? 

False,  false  is  the  heart,  that  refuses  to  yield 

The  love  that  Virginia  doth  claim  : 
And  base  is  the  tongue  that  could  utter  the  lie, 

That  charges  his  mother  witli  shame. 

^A.  blot  on  her  'scutcheon!  a  stain  on  her  name  I 

Our  heart's  blood  should  wipe  it  away 
We  should  die  for  her  honor,  and  count  "it  a  boon 
Her  mandates  to  heed  and  obey. 

Bat  never,  oh,  never,  let  human  tongue  say 

She  is  false  to  her  honor  or  fame  ! 
She  is  true  to  her  past — to  her  future  she's  true — 

And  Virginia  has  never  known  shame. 

Then  shame  on  the  dastard,  the  recreant  fool, 
That  would  strike,  in  the  dark,  at  her  now ; 

That  would  coldly  refuse  her  fair  fame  to  uphold, 
That  would  basely  prove  false  to  his  vow. 
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But  no!  H'Annot— it  can  never  be  true, 

Thrf*  *r''n.rinia  claims  one  single  child, 
That  **o-ild  ever  prove  false  to  his  honae  or  his  God, 

Or  oe  with  foul  treason  defiled. 

And  new  the  man  that  could  succor  ner  enemies 
Even  though  on  her  soil  he  were  born, 

Is  so  base,  so  inhuman,  so  false,  and  so  vile. 
That  Virginia  disowns  him  with  scorn  1 


WAR  SONG. 

BY  A.  B.  MEEK,  OF   MOBILE, 

Wonld'st  thoii  have  me  love  thee  dearest, 
With  a  woman's  proudest  heart, 

Which  shall  ever  hold  thee  nearest, 
Shrined  in  its  inmost  part ! 

Listen,  then !     My  country's  calling 

On  her  sons  to  meet  the  foe  ! 
Leave  these  groves  of  rose  and  myrtle, 

Drop  the  deamy  hand  of  love  ! 

Like  young  Korner,  scorn  the.  turtle 
When  the  eagle  screams  above  ! 

Dost  thoii  pause?     Let  dotards  daily- 
Do  thou  for  thy  country  light! 

*Neath  her  noble  emblem  rally 

"  God  !  our  country,  ami  her  right  — 

Listen!  now  her  trumpet's  calling 
On  her  sons  to  meet  the  foe! 

Woman's  heart  is  soft  and  tender, 
But  'tis  proud  and  faithful,  too; 
Shall  she  be  her  land's  defender? 
Lover  1  soldier  I  up  and  do  1 
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deizc  thy  father's  ancient  falchion. 

Which  once  flashed  as  freedom's  star! 
Till  sweet  peace — the  bow  and  halcyon, 

Still'd  the  stormy  strife  of  war ' 

Listen  !  now  thy  country's  calling 

On  her  sons  to  meet  the  foe  ! 
Sweet  is  love  in  the  moonlight  bowcnl 

Sweet  the  altar  and  the  flame  I 

Sweet  is  spring-time  with  her  flowers! 

Sweeter  far  the  patriot's  name  ! 
Should  the  God  who  rules  above  thea 

Doom  thee  to  a  soldier's  grave, 

Hearts  will  break,  but  fame  will  loye  thea 

Canonized  among  the  brave  1 
Listen,  then,  thy  country's  calling 

On  her  sons  to  meet  her  foe  1 

Kather  would  I  view  thee  lying 

On  the  last  red  field  of  life, 
*Mid  thy  country's  heroes  dying, 

Than  to  be  a  dastard's  wife. 
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It  was  a  noble  Roman, 

In  Rome's  imperial  day, 
Who  heard  a  coward  croaker 

Before  the  battle  say : 
"  They're  safe  in  such  a  fortress  ; 

"  There  is  no  way  to  shake  it  ;"— 
"On  !  on  !'  exclaimed  the  hero, 

"I'll  find  a  way,  or  make  ill" 
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Is  fame  your  aspiration  ? 

Her  path  is  steep  and  highj 
In  vain  he  seeks  the  temple, 

Content  to  gaze  and  sigh ; 
The  crowded  town  is  waiting, 

But  he  alone  can  take  it, 

Is  Glory  your  ambition  ? 

There  is  no  royal  road  ; 
Alike  we  all  must  labor, 

Must  climb  to  her  abode; 
Who  feels  the  thir-4  for  glory, 

In  Helicon  may  slake  it, 
If  he  has  but  the  "Southern  will," 

"  To  find  a  way,  or  make  it  1*' 

Is  Sumter  worth  the  getting  T 

It  must  be  bravely  sougth  ; 
With  wishing  and  with  fretting 

The  boon  cannot  be  bought ; 
To  all  the  prize  is  open, 

But  only  he  can  take  it, 
Who  says,  with  "Southern  courage," 

"  I'll  aad  a  way,  or  make  it  1" 

In  all  impassioned  warfare, 

The  tale  has  ever  been, 
That  victory  crowns  the  valiant; 

The  brave  are  they  who  win. 
Through  strong  in  "  Sumter  Fortress," 

A  hero  still  may  take  it. 
Who  says,  with  "  Southern  daring," 

*  Til  find  a  way,  or  make  it  1" 
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REBELS. 

Rebels  t  'tis  a  holy  name  ! 

The  name  our  fathers  bore, 
When  battling  in  the  cause  of  Right, 
Against  the  tyrant  in  his  might, 

In  the  dark  days  of  yore. 

Rebels  I  'tis  our  family  name  I 

Our  father.  Washington^ 
Was  the  arch-rebel  in  the  tight. 
And  gave  the  name  to  us, — a  ri'ght 

Of  father  unto  son. 

Rebels  !  'tis  our  given  name ! 

Our  mother,  Liberty, 
Received  the  title  with  her  fame, 

In  days  of  grief,  of  fear,  and  shame, 
When  at  her  breast  were  we. 

Rebels !  'tis  our  sealed  name ! 

A  baptism  of  blood  ! 
The  war — aye,  and  the  din  of  strife—- 
The fearful  contest,  life  for  life — 
The  mingled  crimson  flood. 

Rebels  !  'tis  a  patriot's  name  I 

In  struggles  it  was  given  ; 
We  bore  it  then  when  tyrants  raved 
And  through  their  curses  't  was  engraved 

On  the  doomsday-book  of  heavcu. 

Rebels!  'tis  our  fighting  name! 

For  peace  rules  o'er  the  land, 
Until  they  speak  of  raven  woe— 
Until  our  rights  receive  a  blow, 

From  foe's  or  brother's  hand. 
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Rebels !  'tis  our  dying  name  I 

For,  although  life  is  dear, 
Yet,  freemen  born  and  freemen  bre<iv 
We'd  rather  live  as  freemen  dead, 

Than  live  in  slavish  fear. 

Then  call  us  rebels,  if  you  will—- 
We glory  in  the  name  ; 
For  bending  under  unjust  cause, 
And  swearing  faith  to  an  unjust  lawa> 
We  count  a  greater  shame. 
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Dedicated  to  "  Old  Abe." 

There's  a  general  alarm, 
The  South's  begun  to  arm, 
And  every  hill  and  glen 
Pours  forth  its  warrior  men  ; 
Yet  there's  nothing  going  wrong" 
Is  the  burden  of  my  song. 

Six  States  already  out, 
Beckon  others  on  the  route  ; 
And  the  cry  is  "  Still  they  come  !* 
From  the  Southern  sunny  home ; 
Yet,  "  There's  nothing  going  wrong,* 
Is  the  burden  of  my  song. 

There's  a  wail  in  the  land, 
From  a  want-stricken  bam] ; 
And  "  Food !  Food  !"  is  the  cry  : 
*  Give  us  work  or  we  die !" 
Yet,  "There's  nothing  going  \VTOH 
Is  the  burden  of  my  song. 


MARYLAND. 

The  sturdy  farmer  doth  complain 
Of  low  prices  for  his  grain  ; 
And  the  miller,  with  his  flour, 
Murmurs  the  duluess  of  the  hour. 
Yet,  "  There's  nothing  going  wrong," 
Is  the  burden  of  my  song. 

The  burly  butcher  in  the  mart, 
He,  too,  also  takes  his  port ; 
And  the  merchant  in  his  store 
Hears  no  creaking  at  his  door ; 
But  "  There  nothing  going  wrong," 
Is  the  burden  of  my  song. 

Stagnation  is  everywhere; 

On  the  water,  in  the  air, 

In  the  shop,  in  the  forge, 

On  the  mount,  in  the  gorge  ; 

With  the  anvil  with  the  loom, 

In  the  store,  and  counting-room ; 

In  the  city,  in  the  town, 

With  Mr.  Smith,  with  Mr.  Brown.I 

And  "  yet  there's  nothing  wrong," 

Is  the  burden  of  my  song. 


MARYLAND. 

BY    JAMES    R.    RANDALL. 

The  despot's  heel  is  on  thy  shore, 

Maryland  1 
His  torch  is  at  they  temple  door, 

Maryland  ! . 

Aveng'e  the  patriotic  gore 
That-flecked  the  streets  of  Baltim.- 
.And  be  the  battle  queen  of  yore 

Maryland  1  My  Alary  laud  1 
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Hark  to  wand'ring  son's  appeal, 

Maryland ! 
My  mother  State !  to  thee  I  kneel, 

Maryland  ! 

For  life  and  death,  for  woe  and  weal 
Thy  peerless  chivalry  reveal, 
And  gird  thy  beauteous  limbs  with  steel, 

Maryland  !  My  Maryland  \ 

Thou  wilt  not  cower  in  the  dust, 

Maryland. 
Thy  beaming  sword  shall  never  rest, 

Maryland. 

Remember  Carroll's  sacred  crust ; 
Remember  Howard's  warlike  thrust— » 
And  all  thy  slnmberers  with  the  just, 

Maryland  1  My  Maryland  1 

Come !  'tis  the  red  dawn  of  the  daj, 

Maryland  1 
Come  !  with  thy  panoplied  array, 

Maryland. 

With  Ringgold's  spirit  for  the  fray, 
"With  Watson's  blood,  at  Monterey, 
With  fearless  Lowe,  and  dashing  May, 

Maryland  1  My  Maryland. 

Come  !  for  thy  shield  is  bright  and  strong, 

Maryland. 
Come  I  for  thy  dalliance  does  thee  wrong, 

Maryland. 

Come  to  thine  own  heroic  throng, 
That  stalks  with  Liberty  along, 
And  give  a  new  Key  to  thy  song, 

Maryland!  My  Maryland. 

Dear  Mother  1  burst  the  tyrant's  chain, 
Maryland. 
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Virginia  should  not  call  in  vain, 

Maryland. 

She  meets  her  sisters  on  the  plain  j 
"  Sic  semper"  'tis  the  proud  refrain, 
That  baffles  minkms  back  amain, 

Maryland. 
Arise,  in  majesty  again, 

Maryland!   My  Maryland  I 

I  see  the  blush  upon  thy  cheek, 

Maryland. 
But  thou  wast  ever  bravely  meek, 

Maryland  1 

Bui  lo  1  there  surges  forth  a  shriek 
From  hill  to  hill,  from  creek  to  creels— 
Potomac  calls  to  Chesapeake, 

Alary  land  !  My  Maryland. 

Thou  wilt  not  yield  the  vandal  toil, 

Maryland. 
Thou  wilt  not  crook  to  his  control, 

Maryland. 

Better  the  fires  upon  thee  roll. 
Better  the  blade,  the  shot,  the  bowl, 
Than  crucifixion  of  the  soul, 

Maryland  1  My  Maryland. 

I  hear  the  distant  thunder  hum, 

Maryland. 
The  Old  Line's  bugle,  fife  and  drum, 

Maryland. 

She  is  noi  dead,  nor  deaf,  nor  dumb  : 
Huzza!  she  spurns  the  Northern  scum  ! 
She  breathes — she  burns  I  she'll  come  1  shell 

come : 
Maryland  1  My  Maryland. 
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A  CRY  TO  ARMS. 

Ho  :  woodsmen  of  the  mountain  side—- 
Ho — dwellers  in  the  vales  ; 

Ho— ye  who  by  the  chafing  tide 
Have  roughened  in  the  gales, 

Leave  barn  and  byre,  leave  kin  and  cot, 
Lay  by  the  spotless  spade  ; 

Let  desk,  and  case,  and  counter  rot, 
And  burn  your  books  of  trade. 

The  despot  roves  your  fairest  lands, 

And,  till  he  flies  or  fears, 
Your  fields  must  grow  but  armed  hands, 

Your  sheaves  be  sheaves  of  spears. 
Give  up  to  mildew  and  to  rust, 

The  useless  tools  of  gain  ; 
And  feed  your  country's  sacred  dust, 

With  floods  of  crimson  rain. 

Come,  with  the  weapons  at  your  call — 

With  musket,  pike,  or  knife  ; 
He  wields  the  deadliest  blade  of  all 

Who  lightest  holds  his  life. 
The  arm  that  drives  the  unbo light  blows. 

With  all  a  patriots  scorn, 
Miyrht  brain  a  tyrant  with  a  rose, 

Or  stub  him  with  a  thorn. 

Does  any  falter  ?     Let  him  turn 

To  some  brave  maiden's  eyes4 
And  catch  the  holy  tires  that  bur 

In  those  sublunar  skies. 
Oh  !  could  you  like  your  women 

And  in  their  spirit  inarch, 
A  day  might  see  your  lines  of  steel 

Beneath  the  victor's  arch. 
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Old  Virginia!  virgin-crowned 

Daughter  of  the  royal  Bess, 
Send  the  fiery  ensign  round, 
Call  your  chivalry  renowned,— 

Lineage  of  the  lioness, 

You  have  thrown  the  gauntlet  down, 

Pledged  to  vindicate  the  right ; 
Bid  your  soi*  from  field  and  town, 
Through  summer's  smile  and  winter's  frow*, 

Make  ready  for  the  tight. 

Now  that  you  have  drawn  the  sword, 

Throw  away  the  useless  sheath ; 
Hear  your  destiny's  award, — 
Drive  the  invaders  from  your  sward, 
Or  lay  your  heads  beneath. 

In  the  field  with  conflict  rife, 

None  must  falter,  yield,  or  fly; 
Honor,  liberty,  and  life, 
All  are  staked  upon  the  strife  ; 

You  must  "do  or  die." 

Let  your  daughters  shed  no  tear, 
Though  their  dearest  may  be  slain ; 

None  for  self  must  hope  or  fear, 

All  with  joy  their  burdens  bear, 
Till  you  are  free  again. 

By  the  consecrated  soil 

Where  your  Washington  had  birth, 
Keep  your  homes  from  ruthless  spoil, 
Keep  your  shield  from  spot  or  soil, 

Or  perish  from  the  earth. 
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J  come  from  old  Manassas,  with  a  pocket  full  of  fun,— 
i  killed  forty  yankees  with  a  single-barrelled  gun  , 
It  don't  make  a  niff  a-stifterence   to  neither  you  nor  I 
Big  Yankee,  Little  Yankee,  all  run  or  die. 

I  saw  all  the  Yankees  at  Bull  Run, 

They  fought  like  the  devil  when  the  battle  first  be- 
gun. 

But  it  don't  make  a  niff-a-stifference  to  neither  you 
nor  I, 

They  took  to  their  heels,  boys,  and  you  ought  to 
see  'era  fly. 

I  saw  old  Fuss-and-Fathers  Scott,  twenty  miles  away 
Ills  horses  stuck  up  their  eara,  and  you  ought  to  Iteur 

'em  neigh ; 
But  it   don't   make   a  niff-a-stiffercnce  to  neither  you 

nor  I, 
Old  Scott  fled  like  the  devil,  boys ;  root,  hog  or  die. 

I  then  saw  a  "  Tiger,"  from  the  old  Crecent  City, 

lie  cut  down  the  Yankees  without  any  pity; 

Oh!  it  don't  make  a  diff-a-bitterence  to  neither  you 

nor  I, 
We  whipped  the  Yankee  boys,  and  made  the  boobies 

cry. 

I  saw  South  Carolina,  the  first  in  the  cause, 
Hiake  the  dirty  Yankees  till  she  broke  all  their  jaws; 
Oh  !  don't  make  a  niff-a-stifference  to  neither  you  nor  I, 
Bouth  Carolina  give  'em ,  boys  ;  root  hog,  or  die. 

I  saw  old  Virginia,  standing  firm  and  true, 

Siie  fought  mighty  hard  to  whip  the  dirty  drew; 

Oh !  it  don't  make   a  nifl-a  stifference  to  neither  you 

nor  I, 
Old  Virginia's  blood  and  thunder,  boys  ;  root  hog,  or 

die. 
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I  saw  old  Georgia,  the  next  in  the  van, 

She  cut  down  the  Yankees  almost  to  a  man ; 

Oli!  it  don't  make  a  niff-u-stifference  to  neither  you 

nor  I, 
Georgia's  sum  in  a  fight,  boys ;  root,  hog,  or  die. 

I  saw  Alabama  in  the  midst  of  the  storm, 

She  stood  like  a  giant  in  the  contest  so  warm ; 

Oh !  it  don't  make  a  niff-a-stifference  to  neither  you 

nor  I, 
Alabama  fought  the  Yankees,  boys,  till  the  last  one 

did  fly. 

I  saw  Texas  go  in  with  a  smile, 

But  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  she  made  the  Yankees  bile  ; 

Oh !  it  don't  make  a  niff-a-stifference  to  neither  you 

nor  I, 
'Texas  is  the  devil,  boys ;  root,  hog,  or  die. 

I  saw  North  Carolina  in  the  deepest  of  the  battle, 
She  knocked  down  the  Yankees  and  made  their  bones 

rattle ; 
Oh !  it  don't  make  a  niff-a-stifference  to  neither  you 

nor  I, 
North  Carolina's  got  the  grit,  boys  ;  root ,  hog,  or  die. 

Old  Florida  came  in  with  a  terrible  shout, 

She  frightened  all  the  Yankees  till  their  eyes  stuck 

out; 
Oh  1  it  don't   make  a  niff-a-difference  to  neither  yo« 

nor  I, 
Florida's  death  on  Yankees  ;  root,  hog,  or  die. 


44  CONFEDERA  TE  SOZTG. 

CONFEDERATE  SONG. 
AIR—"  Bruce'*    Address." 

Rally  round  our  country's  flag  I 
Rally,  boy's,  nor  do  not  lag  ; 
Come  from  every  vale  and  cragr 

Sons  of  Liberty  1 
I 

Northern  Vandals  tread  our  soil, 
Forth  they  come  for  blood  and  spoil, 
To  the  homes  we've  gair.ed  with  toil, 
Shouting,  "  Slavery  1" 

Traitorous  Lincoln's  bloody  band 
Now  invades  the  freeman's  land, 
Arm'd  with  sword  and  firebrand, 
'Gainst  the  brave  and  free. 

Arm  ye,  then,  for  fray  and  fight, 
March  ye  forth  both  day  and  night, 
Stop  not  till  the  foe's  in  sight, 
Sons  of  chivalry. 

In  your  veins  the  blood  still  flows 
Of  brave  men  who  once  arose  — 
Burst  the  shackles  of  their  foes  ; 
Honest  men  and  free. 


Rise,  then,  in  your  power  and 
Seek  the  spoiler,  brave  the  fight  ; 
Strike  for  god,  for  Truth,  for  Right! 
fitrike  for  God,  for  Libert/  1 
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Oh,  dear  !  it's  shameful,  I  declare, 

To  make  the  men  all  go 
And  leave  BO  many  sweethearts  here 

Without  a  single  beau. 
We  like  to  see  them  brave,  'tis  true, 

And  would  not  urge  them  stay  ; 
But  what  are  we,  poor  girls,  to  do 

When  they  are  all  away  ? 

We  told  them  we  could  spare  them  there, 

Befoi  c  they  had  to  go  ; 
But,  bless  their  hearts,  we  weren't  aware 

That  we  should  miss  them  so. 
We  miss  them  all,  in  many  ways 

But  truth  will  ever  out, 
The  greatest  thing  we  miss  them  for, 

Is  seeing  us  about 

On  Sunday,  when  we  go  to  church, 

We  look  in  vain  for  some 
To  meet  us,  smiling,  on  the  porch, 

And  ask  to  see  us  home. 
And  then,  we  can't  enjoy  a  walk, 

Since  all  the  beaux  have  gone, 
For  what's  the  good,  (to  use  plain  talk,) 

If  we  must  trudge  ulone  ? 

But  what's  the  use  of  talking  thus  ? 

We'll  try  to  be  content; 
And  if  they  cam;ot  come  to  us, 

A  message  may  be  sent. 
And  that's  one  comfort,  any  way ; 

For  though  we  are  apart. 
There  is  no  reason  why  we  may 

Not  open  heart  to  heart 
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We  trust  it  may  soon  come 

To  a  final  test; 
We  want  to  see  our  Southern  hornet 

Secured  in  peaceful  rest 
But  if  the  blood  of  those  we  love 

In  Freedom's  cause  must  flow, 
With  fervent  trust  in  God  above, 

We  bid  them  onward  go. 

And  we  will  watch  them,  as  they  go, 

And  cheer  them  on  their  way  ; 
Our  arms  shall  be  their  resting-placd 

When  wounded  sore  they  lay, 
Oh  !  if  the  sons  of  Southern  Boil 

For  Freedom's  cause  must  die, 
Her  daughters  ask  no  dearer  boon 

Than  by  their  side  to  lie. 


"WE  COME!  WE  COMET 

BY  MILLIE  MAYFIELD. 

We  come !  we  come,  for  Death  or  Life, 

For  the  Grave  or  Victory ! 
We  come  to  the  broad  Red  Sea  of  strife, 

Where  the  black  flag  waveth  freel 
We  come  as  Men,  to  do  or  die, 

Nor  feel  that  the  lot  is  hard, 
When  our  Hero  calls — and  our  battle-cry 

Is  "  On,  to  Beauregard !" 

Up,  craven,  up  !  'tis  no  time  for  ease, 
When  the  crimson  war-tide  rolls 

To  our  very  doors — up.  up,  for  these 
Are  times  to  try  men's  soul  I 
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The  purple  gore  calls  from  the  sod 
Of  our  martyred  brothers'  grave, 

And  raises  a  red  right  luind  to  God 
To  guard  our  avenging  braves. 

And  unto  the  last  bright  drop  that  thrilla 

The  depths  of  the  Southern  heart, 
We  must  battle  for  our  sunny  hills, 

For  the  freedom  of  our  Mart — 
For  all  that  Honor  claims,  or  Right— 

For  Country,  Love,  and  Home  ! 
Shout  to  the  trampling  steeds  of  Might 

Our  cry — <l  We  come  1  we  come  1" 

And  let  our  path  through  their  serried  ranki 

Be  the  fierce  tornado's  track, 
That  burst  from  the  tornd's  fervid  banks 

And  scatters  destruction  black  1 
For  the  hot  life  leaping  in  the  veins 

Of  our  young  Confedracy 
Must  break  for  aye  the  galling  chains 

Of  dark-brow 'd  Treachery. 

On  !  on !  'tis  our  gallant  chieftain  calls, 

(He  must  not  call  in  vain,) 
For  aid  to  guard  his  homestead  walls— 

Our  Hero  of  the  Plain  1 
We  come !  we  come,  to  do  or  die, 

Nor  feel  that  the  lot  is  hard  : — 
"God  and  our  Rights !"  be  our  battle-crj, 

And, "  On,  to  Beauregard  1" 
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BY  P.   E.   C. 

TRUE.—" Barclay  and  Perkins1  Drayman" 

I'm  a  soldier,  you  see,  that  oppression  has  made  I 

I  don't  fight  for  pay  or  booty  ; 
But  I  wear  in  my  hat  a  blue  cockade, 

Placed  there  by  the  fingers  of  Beauty 
The  South  is  my  home,  where  a  black  man  is  black^ 

And  a  white  man  there  is  a  white  man  ; 
Now  I'm  tired  of  listening  to  Northern  clack, — 

Let  us  see  what  they'll  do  in  a  fight,  man. 

The  Yankees  are  cute :  they  have  managed  some- 
how 

Their  business  and  ours  to  settle ; 
They  make  all  we  want,  from  a  pin  to  a  plough, 

Now  we'll  show  them  some  Southern  metal. 
We  have  had  just  enough  of  their  Northern  law, 

That  robbed  us  so  long  of  our  right,  man, 
And  too  much  of  their  cursed  abolition  jaw,— 

Now  we'll  see  what  they'll  do  in  a  fight,  man » 

Their  parsons  will  open  their  sanctified  jaws, 

And  cant  of  our  slave-growing  sin,  sir  ; 
They  pocket  the  pro  its,  while  preaching  the  laws, 

And  manage  our  cotton  to  spin,  sir. 
Their  incomes  ate  nice,  on  our  sugar  and  rice, 

Though  against  it  the  hypocrites  write,  sir  ; 
Now   our  danger   is  up,  and  they'll   soon  smell  a 
mice, 

If  we  once  get  them  into  a  fight,  sir. 

Our  cotton  bales  once  made  a  good  barricade, 
Can  still  do  the  State  a  good  service ; 

With  them  and  the  boys  of  the  blue  cockade, 
There  is  power  enough  to  preserve  us. 
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Bo  shoulder  your  rifles,  my  boys,  for  defence  , 
In  the  cause  of  our  freedom  and  right,  man ; 

If  there's  no  other  way  for  to  learn  them  sense, 
We  may  teach  them  a  lesson  in  fight,  man. 

The  stars  that  are  growing  so  fast  on  our  flags, 

We  treasure  as  Liberty's  pearls, 
And  stainless  we'll  bear  them,  though   shot  into 
rags ; 

They  were  fix'd  by  the  hands  of  our  girls. 
And  fixed  stars  they  shall  be  in  our  national  sky, 

To  guide  through  the  future  aright,  man, 
And  young  Cousin  Sam,  with  their  gleam  in  hii 
eye, 

May  dare  the  whole  world  to  fight,  man. 
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Am—"  March,  march,  Etlrick  and  Teviotdafa 

March,  march  on,  brave  "  Palmetto"  boys, 

"  Surnter"  and  "  Lafayettes,"  forward  in  order ; 
March,  march,  "  Calhoun"  and  "  Rifle"  boys, 
All  the  base  Yankees  are  crossing  the  border. 
Banners  are  round  ye  spread, 
Floating  above  your  head, 
Soon  shall  the  Lone  Star  be  famous  in  story, 
On,  on,  my  gallant  men, 
Yict'ry  be  thine  again ; 

Fight  for  your  rights,  till  the  green  sod  is  gory. 

March,  march,  &c. 

I  ^tmg  wives  and  sisters  have  buckled  your  armor  on ; 

Maidens  ye  love  bid  ye  go  to  the  battle-field  ; 
Strong  arms  and   stout  hearts    have  many  a  vict'rj 
won, 

Courage  shall  strengthen  the  weapons  ye  wield. 
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"Wild  passions  are  storming, 
Dark  schemes  are  forming, 

Deep  snares  are  laid,  but  they  shall  not  enthrall  ye  ; 
Justice  your  cause  shall  greet, 
Laurels  lay  at  your  feet, 

If  each  brave  baud  be  but  watchful  and  wary. 
March,  march,  &c, 

Let  fear  and  nnmanlincss  vanish  before  ye  ; 

Trust  in  the  Rock  who  will  shelter  the  righteoui 
Plant  firmly  each  step  on  the  soil  of  the  free, — 
A  heritage  left  by  the  sires  who  bled  for  us. 
May  each  heart  be  bounding, 
When  trumpets  are  sounding 
And  the  dark  traitors  shall  strive  to  surround  ye; 
The  great  God  of  Battle 
Can  still  the  war-rattle. 

And  brighten  the  laud  with  a  sunset  of  glory. 
March,  march,  &o. 
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BY  "  OLE   SECESH." 

With  a  beard  that  was  filthy  and  red, 
His  mouth  with  tobacco  bespread, 
Abe  Lincoln  sat  in  the  gay  White  Houst, 
A-wishing  that  he  was  dead, — 

Swear !  swear !  swear  I 
Till  his  tongue  was  blistered  o'er; 
Then,  in  a  voice  not  very  strong, 
He  slowly  whined  the  Despot's  song  .— 

Lie!  lie!  lie! 
I've  lied  like  the  very  deuce 

Lie  !  lie !  lie  1 
A»  long  as  lies  were  of  use ; 
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But  m  w  that  lies  no  longer  pay, 

I  know  not  where  to  turn  ; 
For  when  I  the  truth  would  say, 

My  tongue  with  lies  will  burn  1 

Drink !  drink  !  drink ! 
Till  my  head  feels  very  queer! 

Drink  !  drink!  drink! 
Till  I  get  rid  of  all  fear! 
Brandy,  and  whiskey,  and  gin, 

Sherry,  and  champagne,  and  pop, 
1  tipple,  I  guzzle,!  suck  'em  all  in, 
Till  down  dead-drunk  I  drop. 

Think!  think!  think! 
Till  my  head  is  very  sore  ! 

Think!  think!  think! 
Till  I  couldn't  think  any  more  ! 
And  it's  oh!  to  be  splitting  of  rail% 

Back  in  my  Illinois  hut ; 
For  now  that  everything  fails, 
I  would  of  my  office  be  "  shutF 

Jeff.!  Jeff!  Jeff.! 
To  you  as  a  suppliant  I  kneel  I 

Jeff.!  Jeff.!  Jeff.! 
If  you  could  my  horros  feel, 
You'd  submit  at  discretion, 

And  kindly  give  in 
To  all  my  oppression, 
My  weakness  and  sin! 
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BY  J.  A.   WAGNER. 

Arise  !  arise !  with  main  and  might, 

Sons  of  the  sunny  clime  ! 
Gird  on  the  sword  ;  the  sacred  fight 

The  holy  hour  doth  chime. 
Arise !  the  craven  host  draws  nigh, 

In  thundering  array  ; 
Arise,  ye  brave !  let  cowards  fly—       : 

The  hero  bides  the  fray. 

Strike  hai'd,  strike  hard,  thou  noble  band  ; 

Strike  hard,  with  arm  of  fire  ! 
Strike  hard,  for  God  and  fatherland, 

For  mother,  wife,  and  sire  ! 
Let  the  thunders  roar,  the  lightning  flash ; 

Bold  Southern,  never  fear! 
The  bay'net's  point,  the  sabre's  clhsh, 

True  Southrons  do  and  dare  ! 

Bright  flowr's  spring  from  the  hero's  grava  | 

The  craven  knows  no  rest  ! 
Thrice  cursM  the  trail  or  and  the  knave! 

The  hero  thrice  is  bless'd. 
Then  let  each  noble  Southern  stand, 

With  bold  and  manly  eye  ; 
We'll  do  for  God  and  Fatherland  I 

We'll  do,  we'll  do  or  die  1 


JUSTICE  IS  OUR  PANOPLY. 

BY   DE    O. 

We're  free  from  Yankee  despots, 
We've  left  the  foul  mud-siils, 

Declared  for  e'er  our  freedom,— 
We'll  keep  it  spite  of  ills. 
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Bring  forth  your  scum  and  rowdies, 

Thieves,  vagabonds,  and  all ; 
March  down  your  Seventh  Regiment, 

Battalions  great  and  small. 

We'll  meet  you  in  Virginia, 

A  Southern  battle-hYld, 
Were  Southern  men  will  never 

To  Yankees  foeinen  yield. 

Equip  your  Lincoln  cavalry, 

Your  negro  light-brigade, 
Your  hodmen,  bootblacks,  tinker!, 

And  scum  of  every  grade. 

Pretended  love  for  negroes 

Invites  you  to  the  strife; 
Well,  come  each  Yankee  white  man, 

And  take  a  negro  wife. 

You'd  make  fit  black  companions, 

Black  heart  joined  to  black  skin 
Buch  unions  would  be  glorious — 

They'd  make  the  Devil  grin. 

Our  freedom  is  our  panoply — 

Come  on,  you  base  black-guard^ 
We'll  snuff  you  like  wax-candles, 

Led  by  our  Beauregards. 

P.  G.  T.  B.  is  not  alone, 

Men  like  him  with  him  fight  { 
God's  providence  is  o'er  us, 

He  will  protect  the  right. 
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"  W  ADTANCE  fV  ALL  COMPETITORS." 
BY  A  "  SOUTHERN   RIGHS"  MAJT. 

come  at  the  peoples's  mad-jority  call, 
To  open  tlie  Nation's  quaternary  ball, 
And  invite  black  and  white  to  fall  into  ranks, 
To  dance  a  State  jig  on  Republican  planks. 

Ill  fiddle  like  Nero,  when  Rome  was  on  fire, 
And  pi  iy  any  tune  that  the  people  desire. 
80  let  us  be  merry, — whatever  the  clatter  be, — 
Whilst  playing;  "0  dearl  Ome!  what  can  the 
matter  be  T" 

I've  made  a  great  speech  for  the  people's  diversion, 
And  talked  about  billet-doux,  love,  and  coercion  ; 
Of  the  spot  I  was  born,  of  the  place  I  was  reared, 
And  the  girl  that  I  kissed  011  account  of  my  beard. 

Ill  settle  the  tariif — there's  no  one  can  doubt  it, 
But,  as  yet,  I  know  nothing  or  little  about  it ; 
And  as  for  those  Southerns'  bluster  and  clatter, 
I  know  very  well  that  there's  nothing  the  matter. 

You've  oft  heard  repeated  those  wonderful  taies 
Of  my  beating  a  giant  in  splitting  up  rails  ; 
And  ere  I  left  home — you  know  the  fact  is  true-- 
That I  beat  a  small  Giant  at  politics,  too. 

Should  it   now  be  the  will  of  the   North  and  the 

Fates, 

I  can  do  it  up  Brown,  oy  the  splitting  of  States ; 
And  then,  when  the  State-splitting  business  fails 
I'll  resume  my  old  trade  as  a  splitter  rails. 
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THE  CALL  OF  FREEDOM. 

BarV  !  to  the  rescue  !     Freedom  calls, 

Anere  triumph's  banners  brightly  wave, 
And  triumphs  he  who  nobly  falls, 

For  glory  gilds  his  honored  grave! 
Put  fall  he  will  not.  if  on  high 

Still  rules  the  mighty  and  the  Just, 
Or.  daring  thus,  if  dooni'd  to  die, 

The  tyrant  first  shall  bite  the  dust ! 

Virginia     Qneen  of  nations  proud  I 

How  grand  in  all  the  classic  pastl 
Thine  offspring,  Freedom,  calls  aloud, 

And  Honor  echoes  back  the  blast! 
The  fame  of  all  thine  ancient  years, 

The  demigods  of  olden  time, 
Dispel  the  dastard  dream  of  fears, 

And  dare  thee  act  thy  part  sublime. 

Virginia  answers  to  the  call ! 

Virginia,  ever  great  and  free  : 
The  brave,  the  beautiful,  and  all 

From  mountain  crag,  and  teeming  vale, 
From  every  humble  hamlet  home, 

As  swift  as  sweeps  the  lightning  gale, 
Her  stalwart  children,  crowding,  come  I 

They  come  !  they  come !  devoutly  fired. 

To  do  or  die,  in  Freedom's  cause ; 
By  justice  armed,  by  God  inspired, 

To  vindicate  their  sovereign  laws  ! 
And  Heaven  will  shield  the  honored  breast 

That  braves  the  tyrant's  stripes  unfuiTd, 
And  victory  o'er  that  banner  rest, 

Whose  dawning  splendors  fill  the  world! 
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All  proudly  gleams  the  golden  dawn, 

The  starred  Aurora  of  the  free; 
All  brightly  bursts  the  blazing  morn 

Of  fixed  and  faithful  Liberty. 
For  ever  flame  that  standard  high 

O'er  mountain  crest  and  surging  stream, 
Where  courage,  faith,  and  purity, 

In  loving  lustres  blending  beam  1 

In  Southern  skies,  on  Southern  soil, 

O'er  honest  Southern  heads  and  hearts, 
For  all  who  think,  for  ail  who  toil. 

Till  life's  last  lingering  drop  departs, 
Shall  grandly  wave  in  glory  bright, 

From  gulf  to  bay,  from  sea  to  sea, 
In  one  undying  blaze  of  light, 

That  noblest  ensign  of  the  free. 

By  all  that  woman's  love  inspires, 

By  all  that  bivathes  above  tae  sod. 
By  the  fond  ashes  of  our  sires, 

By  the  eternal  truth  of  God, 
Where  land  the  felons  but  to  die, 

Their  footsteps  first  shall  be  their  last! 
Their  base-born  blood  shall  shock  the  sky! 

And  havoc  shudder  back  agast! 

Hark  !  to  tne  rescue  .    Freedom  calls, 

Where  Freedom's  banners  brightly 
And  triumphs  he  who  nobly  fails, 

For  glory  gild  his  honored  gravel 
But  fall  he  will  not,  if  on  high 

Still  rules  the  mighty  and  the  Juat, 
Or,  daring  thus,  if  doom'd  to  die, 

The  tyrant  first  shall  bite  the  dust  I 


MANASSAS.  I 

MANASSAS. 

BT  A  REBEL. 

Upon  onr  country's  border  lay, 

Holding  the  ruthless  foe  at  bay, 
Through  chilly  night  and  burning  day, 
Our  army  at  Manassas. 

Then  our  eager  eyes  were  turned, 
While  many  restless  spirit  burned, 
And  many  a  fond  heart  wildly  yearned, 
O'er  loved  ones  at  Manassaa. 

For  fast  the  Vandals  gathered,  strong 
In  wealth  and  numbers,  all  along 
Our  highways  pressed  a  countless  throng, 
To  battle  at  Manassas. 

With  martial  pomp  and  proud  array, 
With  burnished  arms  and  banners  gay, 
Fauting  for  the  inhuman  fray, 

They  rolled  upoii  Maiiassas. 

The  opening  cannons'  thunders  rent 
The  air,  and  ere  their  charge  was  spent, 
Muskets  and  rifles  quickly  sei.t 

Death  to  us  at  Manassas. 

But,  like  a  wall  of  granite,  stood 
The  true,  the  great,  the  biave,  the  good, 
Who  firmly  holding  field  and  wood, 
Guarded  us  at  Manassas. 

They  promptly  answered  fire  with  fire ; 
Danger  could  not  with  fear  inspire 
Their  hearts,  whose  courage  rose  tlv*  Mtrhcr, 
When  death  ruled  at 
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At  dawn  the  murderous  work  begun  | 
The  battle  fiercely  raged  at  noon  ; 
Evening  drew  on,  —  't  was  not  done,— 
The  carnage  at  Mantissas. 

Oh,  trembling  Freedom  !  didst  thou  etay 
Throughout  that  agonizing  day, 
To  watch  where  victory  would  lay 
Her  laurels  at  Manassas  t 

Yea  !  and  thy  potent  trumpet  tone 
Ordered  our  gallant  warriors  on, 
To  the  bold  charge  which  for  thee  won 
The  triumph  at  Manassas. 

Well  might  the  dastard  foemen  yield, 
When  Right  and  Vengeance  joined  to 
The  well-aimed  ball  and  glittering  steel, 

Which  hurled  them  from  Mahassai 

They  broke,  and  fear  lent  wings  to  feet, 
Flying  before  our  charges  fleet, 
Which  followed  up  their  wild  retreat,— 
Their  mad  rout  at  Manassas. 

Strike  !  Southrons,  strike  !  for  ne'er  a  foe 
So  worthy  of  your  every  blow 
Can  your  good  swords  and  carbines  know, 
As  those  who  south  Manassaa. 

For  that  our  home  are  still  secure, 
Our  wives  and  sisters  still  left  pure, 
Our  altars  drip  not  with  our  gore  ; 

Thanks,  victors  of  Manassas  t 

Thy  charmed  trumpet  sound,  0  Famt 
Let  music  catch  the  loud  refrain, 
While  in  a  glad,  triumphant  strain, 
We  celebrate  Manassai. 
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And  every  soldier's  breast  shall  fire 
With  emulation,  and  desire 
To  equal— fame  can  point  no  higher—- 
The heroes  of  Manapsas. 

Alas  !  that  many  writhe  in  pain, 
Whose  precious  blood  was  spilt  to  ejain 
Glory  and  freedom  on  thy  plain, — 

Thy  bloody  plain,  Manassag. 

If  sympathy  can  aught  avail, 

If  fervent  prayers  with  Heaven  prevail, 

In  your  behatl  they  shall  not  fail, 

Poor  wounded  of  Manassat. 

Alas!  that  blended  with  the  tone 
Of  triumph,  breathes  the  stifled  moan 
For  many  brave,  whose  dear  lives  won 
The  victory  of  Manassag. 

A  grateful  nation  long  shall  keep 
Their  memory,  and  iluck  to  weep 
Above  the  turf  where  softly  sleep 

The  martyrs  of  Mauassat. 

SOUTHERN  SONG. 
TUNE—"  Wait/or  the  Wagon" 
Come,  all  ye  sons  of  freedom, 
And  join  our  Southern  band, 
We  are  going  to  fight  the  Yankees, 

And  drive  them  from  our  land. 
Justice  is  our  motto, 

And  Providence  our  guide, 
Bo  jump  into  the  wagon, 
And  we'll  all  take  a  ride. 

Chorus — So  wait  for   the   wacron  !  th« 

dissolution  wagon  ; 

The  South  is  the   wagon,  and  we'll  all 
take  a  ride. 
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Secession  is  our  watchword  ; 

Our  rights  we  all  demand  ; 
To  defend  our  homes  arid  firesides 

We  pledge  our  hearts  and  hands, 
Jeff.  Davis  is  our  President, 

With  Stephens  by  his  side  ; 
Great  Beauregard  our  General ; 

fie  joins  us  in  our  ride. 

Chorus— Wait  for  the  wagon,  &o* 

Our  wagon  is  the  very  best ; 

The  running  gear  is  good  ; 
Btuffed  round  the  sides  with  cotton, 

And  made  of  Southern  wood. 
Carolina  is  the  driver, 

With  Georgia  by  her  side; 
Virginia  hold  the  flag  up 

While  we  all  take  a  ride. 

Chorus— Wait  for  the  wagon,  &o. 

The  invading  tribe,  called  Yankees, 

With  Lincoln  for  their  guide 
Tried  to  keep  Kentucky 

From  joining  in  the  ride  ; 
But  she  heeded  not  their  entreaties,— 

She  has  come  into  the  ring  ; 
She  wouldn't  fight  for  a  goverrnent 

Where  cotton  wasn't  king. 

CJiorus—So  wait  for  the  wagon,  &Q. 

Old  Lincoln  and  his  Congressmen 

With  Seward  by  his  side, 
Put  old  Scott  in  the  wagon, 

Just  for  to  take  a  ride. 
McDowell  was  the  driver, 

To  cross  Bull  Run  he  tried, 
But  there  he  left  the  wagon 

For  Beauregard  to  ride. 

Chorus— Wait  for  the  wagon,  &o. 


YANKEE    VANDALS. 

Manassas  was  the  battle  ground  ; 

The  field  was  fair  and  wide  : 
The  Yankees  thought  they'd  whip  us  out, 

And  on  to  Richmond  ride  ; 
But  when  they  met  our  "Dixie"  boys, 

Their  danger  they  espied  ; 
They  wheeled  about  for  Washington, 

And  didn't  wait  to  ride. 

Chorus— So  wait  for  the  wagon,  &c. 

Brave  Beauregard,  God  bless  him  I 

Let  legions  in  his  stead, 
While  Johnson  seized  the  colors 

And  waved  them  o'er  his  head. 
To  rising  generations, 

With  pleasure  we  will  tell 
How  bravely  our  Fisher 

And  gallant  Johnson  fell. 

Chorus— So  wait  for  the  wagon,  &o. 


YANKEE  VANDAL& 
AIB— "  Gay  and  Happy. n 

Th< Northern  Abolition  vandals, 
W»/o  have  come  to  free  the  slave, 
Wi*l  meet  their  doom  in  "  Old  Virginny," 
Where  they  all  will  get  a  grave. 
Chorus.     So  let  the  Yankees  say  what  they  will, 
We'll  love  and  fight  for  Dixie  still, 
Love  and  fight  for  love  and  fight  for, 
We'll  love  and  fight  for  Dixie  stilL 
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The}7  started  for  Manassas  Junction, 
With  an  army  full  of  fight, 
But  they  caught  a  Southern  tartar, 
And  they  took  a  bully  fight. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

"  Old  Fuss  and  Feathers"  could  not  save 
A\\  their  boasting  was  in  vain, 
Before  the  Southern  steel  they  cowered, 
And  their  bodies  strewed  the  plaiu. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

The  «'  Maryland  Line"  was  there  as  ever, 
With  their  battle-shout  and  blade, 
They  shed  new  lustre  on  their  mother, 
When  that  final  charge  they  made. 
So  let  Yankees,  etc. 

Old  Abe  may  make  another  effort 
For  to  take  his  onward  way, 
But  his  legions  then  as  ever, 
Will  be  forced  to  run  away. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

Brave  Jeff,  and  glorious  Beauregard, 
With  dashing  Johnson,  noble,  true, 
Will  meet  their  hireling  host  again, 
And  scatter  them  like  morning  dew. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

When  the  Hessian  hords  is  driven, 
O'er  Potomac's  classic  flood, 
The  pulses  of  a  new-born  freedom, 
Then  will  stir  old  Maryland's  blood. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

From  the  lofty  Alleghanies, 
To  old  Worcester's  sea-washed  shore, 
Her  sons  will  come  to  greet  the  victor*, 
There  in  good  old  Baltimore. 
80  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 
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When  with  voices  light  and  gladsome, 
We  will  swell  the  choral  strain, 
Telling  that  our  dear  old  mother, 
Glorious  Maryland's  free  again. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

Then  we'll  crown  our  warrior  chieftaing, 
Who  have  led  us  in  the  tight, 
And  have  brought  the  South  in  triumph 
Through  dread  danger's  troubled  night. 
So  let  the  Yankees, 

And  the  brave  who  nobly  perished, 
Struggling  in  the  bloody  fray, 
We'll  weave  a  wreath  of  fadeless  laurel 
For  their  glorious  memory. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

O'er  their  graves  the  Southern  maidens, 
From  sea-shore  to  mountain  grot, 
Will  plant  the  smiling  rose  of  beauty, 
A.nd  the  sweet  forget-me-not 
Bo  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 


THE  SOLDIER  BOY. 

BY  H.  M.  L. 

I  give  my  soldier  boy  a  blade, 

In  fair  Damascus  fashioned  well ; 
Who  first  the  glittering  falchion  swayed. 

Who  first  beneath  its  fury  fell. 
I  know  not ;  but  I  hope  to  know 

That  for  no  mean  or  hireling  trade, 
To  guard  no  feeling,  base  or  low, 

I  give  my  soldier  boy  a  blade. 


64     A  SOUTHERN  GATHERING  SONG. 

Cool,  calm,  and  clear,  the  lucid  flood, 

In  which  its  tempering  work  was  done 
As  calm,  as  clear,  as  clear  of  mood 

Be  tliou  wheu'er  it  sees  the  sun  ; 
For  country's  claim,  at  honor's  call, 

For  outraged  friend,  insulted  maid, 
At  mercy's  voice  to  bid  it  fall, 

I  give  ray  soldier  boy  a  blade. 


The  eye  which  marked  its  peerless  edge^ 

The  hand  that  weigli'd  its  balanced  poise. 
Anvil  and  pincers,  forge  and  wedge, 

Are  gone  with  all  their  flame  and  noise  ; 
And  still  the  gleaming  sword  remains. 

So  when  in  dust  I  low  am  laid, 
Remember  by  these  heartfelt  strains, 

1  give  my  soldier  boy  a  blade. 
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BY  L.  VIRGINIA  FRENCH. 

AIR—" Hail   Columbia" 

Bong  of  the  South,  beware  the  foe  1 
Hark  to  the  murmur  deep  and  low, 
Rolling  up  like  the  con, ing  storm, 
Swelling  up  like  sounding  storm, 
Hoarse  as  the  hurricanes  that  brood 
In  space's  far  infinitude  1 
Minute  guns  of  omen  boom 
Through  the  future's  foklt-d  gloom; 
Sounds  prophetic  fill  the  air, 
Heedt  he  warning— and  prepare  1 
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Watch  !  be  wary — every  hour 
Mark  the  foeman's  gathering  power- 
Keep  watch  and  ward  upon  his  traclK 
And  crush  the  rash  invader  back  I 

Bons  of  the  Brave  ! — a  barrier  stanch 

Breasting  the  alien  avalanche — 

Manning  the  battlements  of  right ; 

Up,  for  your  Country,  "  God,  and  right  I* 

From  your  battalions  stead ly, 

And  strike  for  death  or  victory! 

Surging  onward  sweeps  the  wave, 

Serried  col  urns  of  the  brave, 

Banded  'neath  the  bension 

Of  Freedom's  godlike  Washington ! 

Stand!  but  should  the  invading  foe 

Aspire  to  lay  your  altars  low, 

Charge  on  the  tyrant  ere  he  gain 

Tour  iron  arteried  domain  1 

Bons  of  the  brave !  when  tumult  trod 

The  tide  of  revolution — God 

Looked  from  His  throne  on  ''  the  things  of  time," 

And  two  new  stars  in  the  rein  of  time 

He  bade  to  burn  in  the  azure  dome — 

The  freeman's  love  and  the  freeman's  home  I 

Holy  of  holies  !  guard  them  well, 

Baffle  the  despot's  secret  spell, 

And  let  the  chords  of  life  be  riven 

Eae  you  yield  those  gifts  of  Heaven 

lo  poean !  trumpet  notes 

Shake  the  air  where  our  banner  floats ; 

lo  triumphe !  still  we  see 

The  land  of  the  South  is  the  home  of  the  free ! 
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Yankee  Doodle  had  a  mind 

To  whip  the  Southern  traitors, 
Because  they  didn't  choose  to  liv« 

On  codfish  and  potatoes. 
Yankee  Doodle,  doodle-doo, 

Yankee  Doodle  dandy, 
And  so  to  keep  his  courage  up 

He  took  a  drink  of  brandy. 

Yankee  Doodle  said  he  found 

By  all  the  census  figures, 
That  he  could  starve  the  rebels  ou^ 

If  he  could  steal  their  niggers. 
Yankee  Doodle,  doodle-doo, 

Yankee  Doodle  dandy,  " 
And  then  he  took  another  drink 

Of  gunpowder  and  brandy. 

Yankee  Doodle  made  a  speech ; 

'Twas  very  full  of  feeling; 
I  fear,  says  he,  I  cannot  fight, 

But  I  arn  good  at  stealing. 
Yankee  Doodle,  doodle-doo, 

Yankee  Doodle  dandy, 
Hurrah  for  Lincoln,  he's  the  boy 

To  take  a  drop  of  brandy. 

Yankee  Doodle  drew  his  sword, 

And  practised  all  the  passes ; 
Come,  boys,  we'll  take  another  driuj[ 

When  we  get  to  Manassas. 
Yankee  Doodle,  doodle-doo, 

Yankee  Doodle  dandy, 
They  never  reached  Manassas  plain, 

And  never  got  the  kraudy. 
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Yankee  Doodle  soon  found  out  f 

That  Bull  Run  was  no  trifle; 
For  if  the  North  knew  how  to  steal, 

The  South  knew  how  to  rifle. 
Yankee  Doodle,  doodle-doo, 

Yankee  Doodle  dandy, 
Tisvery  clear  I  took  too  much 

Of  that  infernal  brandy. 

Yankee  Doodle  wheeled  about, 

And  scampered  oft  at  full  run, 
And  such  a  race  was  never  seen 

As  that  he  made  at  Bull  Run. 
Yankee  Doodle,  doodle-doo, 

Yankee  Doodle  dandy, 
I  havn't  time  to  stop  just  now 

To  take  a  drop  of  brandy. 

Yankee  Doodle,  oh  !  for  shame, 

Your'e  always  intermeddling; 
Let  guns  alone,  they're  dangerous  things; 

You'd  better  stick  to  peddling, 
Yankee  Doodle,  doodle-doo, 

Yankee  Doodle  dandy, 
When  next  I  go  to  Bully  Run 

I'll  throw  away  the  brandy. 

Yankee  Doodle,  you  had  ought 

To  be  a  little  smarter  ; 
Instead  of  catching  woolly  headi, 

I  vow  you've  caught  a  tartar. 
Yankee  Doodle,  doodle-doo, 

Yankee  Doodle  dandy, 
Go  to  hum,  youv'e  had  enougli 

Of  rebels  and  of  brand/. 
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THE  STARS  AND  BAR& 

Tis  sixty-two  ! — and  sixty-one, 

With  the  old  Union  now  is  gone, 
Reeking  with  bloody  wars — 
Gone  with  that  ensign,  once  so  prized, 
The  Stars  and  Stripes,  now  so  despised, ' 
Struck  for  the  Stars  and  Bars. 

The  burden  once  of  patriot's  son£, 
Now  badge  of  tyranny  and  wrong, 

For  us  no  more  it  waves  ; 
We  claim  the  stars — the  stripes  we  yield, 
We  give  them  up  on  every  field, 

Where  tight  the  Southern  braves. 

Our  motto  this — "  God  and  our  Right  ;w 
For  sacred  liberty  we  fight — 

Not  for  the  lust  of  power  ; 
Compelled  by  wrongs  the  sword  t1  unsheath, 
We  '11  fight,  be  free,  or  cease  to  breathe— 

We  '11  die  before  we  cower. 

By  all  the  blood  our  fathers  shed, 
We  will  from  tyranny  be  freed — 

We  will  not  conquered  be  ; 
Like  them,  no  higher  power  we  own 
But  God's— we  bow  to  Him  alone— 
We  will,  we  will  be  free  1 

For  homes  and  altars  we  contend, 
Assured  that  God  will  us  defend— 

He  makes  our  cause  His  own; 
Not  of  our  gallant  patriot  host, 
Not  of  brave  leaders  do  we  boast  • 

We  trust  in  God  alone. 


THE  STARS  AND  BARS. 

Sumter,  and  Bethel,  and  Bull  Run 
Witnessed  fierce  battles  fought  and  worn, 

By  aid  of  Power  Divine  ; 
We 'met  the  foe,  who  us  defied, 
In  all  his  pomp,  in  all  his  pride. 

Shouting :  "  Manasseh's  mine  1" 

It  was  not  thine,  thou  boasting  foe  I 
We  laid  thy  vandal  legions  low, 

We  made  them  bite  the  sod ; 
At  Lexington  the  braggart  yields, 
Leesbnrg,  Belmont,  and  other  fields;— 

Still  help  us,  mighty  Godl 

Thou  sm.iled'st  on  the  patriot  seven, 
Thou  smiled'st  on  the  brave  eleven 

Free,  independent  States ; 
Their  number  Thou  wilt  soon  increase^ 
And  bless  them  with  a  lasting  peace. 

Within  their  happy  gates. 

No  more  shall  violence  then  be  heard, 
Wasting  destruction  no  more  feared 

In  all  this  Southern  land ; 
"Praise,"  she  her  gates  devoutly  calls, 
"Salvation,"  her  heaven-guarded  walla, 

What  shall  her  power  withstand  T 

"The  little  one,"  by  heavenly  aid,. 
"  A  thousand  is — the  small  one  made, 

"  A  nation — oh  !  how  strong  T 
Jehovah,  who  the  right  befriends, 
Jehovah,  who  our  flag  defends, 

Is  hastening  it  along  1 


)  OUR  BRA  VES  IN  VIRGINIA. 

OUR  BRAVES  IN  VIRGINIA. 
AIR— "Dixie  Land." 

We  have  ridden  from  the  brave  Southwest, 
On  fiery  steeds,  with  throbbing  breast ; 
Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah  1 
With  sabre  flash  and  rifle  true, 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 

The  Northern  ranks  we  will  cut  through, 
And  charge  for  old  Virginia,  boys. 

Hurrah !  hurrah ! 
Then  charge  for  Old  Virginia. 

We  have  come  from  the  cloud-capp'd  mounUrn*, 
From  the  land  of  purest  fountains  ; 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah  I 
Our  sweethearts  and  wives  conjure  us, 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
Not  to  leave  a  foe  before  us, 
And  strike  for  old  Virginia,  ooys,  &o. 

Then  we  11  rally  to  the  bugle  call, 

For  Southern  rights  we  '11  fight  and  fall  t 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah  1 
Our  gra3'-haired  sires  sternly  say, 

Hurrah  !  hurrah  1 
That  we  must  die  or  win  the  day. 
Three  cheers  for  Old  Virginia,  &c. 

Then  our  silken  banner  wave  on  high  ; 
For  Southern  homes  we  '1  fight  and  die. 
Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  hurrah !  hurrah  I 
Our  cause  is  right,  our  quarrel  just, 

Hurrah  !  hurrah ! 
We  '11  in  the  God  of  battles  trust, 
And  conquer  for  Virginia,  boys,  &c. 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  EXILE. 
AIR:  "Dixie." 

Oh  !  here  I  am  in  the  land  of  cotton, 
The  flag  once  honored  is  now  forgotten  ; 

Fight,  away,  fight  away,  fight  away  for  Dixie's  land. 
But  here  I  stand  for  Dixie  dear, 
To  fight  for  freedom,  without  fear  ; 

Fight  away,  fight  away,  fight  away  for  Dixie's  land. 
Chorus.     For  Dixie's  land  I'll  take  my  stand, 
To  live  or  die  for  Dixie's  land. 
Fight  away,  fight  away,  fight  away  fnf 
Dixie's  land. 

Oh !  have  you  heard  the  latest  newg, 
Of  Lincoln  and  his  kangaroos ; 

Fight  away,  &c 

His  minions  now  they  would  oppress  us, 
With  war  and  bloodshed  they  'd  distress  us  1 

Fight  away,  &c. 

Abe  Lincoln  tore  through  Baltimore, 
In  a  baggage-car  with  fastened  door  ; 

Fight  away,  etc. 
And  left  his  wife  alas !  alack  I 
To  perish  on  the  railroad  track  1 

Fight  away,  etc. 

Abe  Lincoln  is  the  President, 

He  '11  wish  his  days  in  Springfield  spent ; 

Fight  away,  etc. 

We  '11  show  him  that  old  Scott  *s  a  fool, 
We  '11  ne'er  submit  to  Yankee  rule, 

Fight  away,  eto. 
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At  first  our  States  were  only  seven, 
But  now  we  number  stars  eleven 

Fight  away,  etc. 

Brave  old  Missouri  shall  be  ours, 
Despite  old  Lincoln's  Northern  powers, 

Fight  away,  etc. 

We  have  no  ships,  we  have  no  navies, 
But  mighty  faith  in  the  great  Jeff.  Davis, 

Fight  away,  etc. 
Due  honor,  too,  we  will  award, 
To  gallant  Bragg  and  Beauregard, 

Fight  away,  etc. 

Abe's  proclamation  in  a  twinkle, 

Stirred  up  the  blood  of  Rip  Van  Winkle; 

Fight  away,  etc. 

Jeff.  Davis's  answer  was  short  and  curt . 
"Fort  Sumter  's  taken  and  '  nobody's  hurt  I* c 

Fight  away.  etc. 
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HONOUR  AND  GLORY  WITH  PLENTF 
AND  PEACE.— 1815. 

Tune— "Hail  to  the  Chief." 

SWIFT  o'er  the  land  on  his  fast-flowing  pinions 
The  angel  of  mercy  hath  pass'd  on  the  wind, 
Sorrow  no  more  shall  bow  down  to  pride's  minions, 
Carnage  no  longer  a  refuge  can  find ; 
Bless'd  be  his  happy  way : 
Hail !  to  the  happy  day, 

When  rapine  and  bloodshed  in  mercy  shall  cease; 
Pledge  high  the  noble  toast, 
Our  dearest  pride  and  boast, 
Honour  and  glory,  with  plenty  and  peace. 

Swift  o'er  the  waves  of  the  dark-foaming  ocean, 

The  flag  of  Columbia  in  triumph  shall  ride; 
Survive  the  attacks  of  the  whirlwind's  commotion, 
Mount  high  on  the  billows  and  float  on  the  tide ; 
Then  shall  each  gallant  tar, 
Proud  of  the  honour'd  scar, 
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0!  SOFTLY  SLEEP  MY  BABY  BOY, 

0!  SOFTLY  sleep,  my  baby  boy, 
Rock'd  by  the  mountain  wind; 

Thou  dream'st  not  of  a  lover  false, 
Nor  of  a  world  unkind. 

0!  sweetly  sleep  my  baby  boy, 

Thy  mother  guards  thy  rest; 
Thy  fairy  clasp,  my  little  joy, 

Shall  soothe  her  aching  breast. 

Wake,  wake,  and  smile  my  baby  boy, 

My  heavy  heart  to  cheer: 
The  wintry  blast  howls  on  the  hill, 

The  leaf  grows  red  and  sear. 

Oh!  tell  me,  tell  me,  baby  boy, 

How  shall  I  bear  thy  cry, 
When  hunger  gnaws  thy  little  heart, 

And  death  lights  on  thine  eye  ? 

Oh!  was  it  meet,  my  baby  boy/ 

That  thou  such  weird  should  dree  ?  ; 

Sweet  Heaven  forgive  thy  father  falat, 
His  wrongs  to  thee  and  me. 

SONG  OVER  A  CHILD. 

DREAM,  baby,  dream! 

The  stars  are  glowing, 
Hear'st  thou  the  stream  ? 

»Tis  softly  flowing. 
All  gently  glide  the  hours: 
Above,  no  tempest  low're: 
Below  arc  fragrant  flower* 

In  silence  growing. 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep, 
'Till  dawn  to-morrow! 
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Why  shouldst  thou  weep, 

Who  knowest  not  sorrow  ? 
Too  soon  come  pains  and  fears: 
Too  soon  a  cause  for  tears: 
So,  from  thy  future  years 

No  sadness  borrow! 

Dream,  baby,  dream! 

Thine  eyelids  quiver, 
Knowst  thou  the  theme 

Of  yon  soft  river  ? 
It  saitli,  'Be  calm,  Be  sure, 
Unfailing,  gentle,  pure; 
So  shall  thy  life  endure, 

Like  mine,  forever  !' 


AWAY  WITH  MELANCHOLY 

AWAY  with  melancholy. 
Nor  doleful  changes  ring, 

On  life  and  human  folly, 
But  merrily,  merrily  sing — 
Fall*. 

Come,  on  ye  rosy  hours, 
Gay  smiling  moments  bring; 

We'll  strew  the  way  with  fiowen, 
And  merrily,  merrily  sing — 
Fal  la. 

Then  what's  the  use  of  sighing, 
While  time  is  on  the  wing; 

Can  we  prevent  his  flying? 
Then  merrily,  merrily  sing — 
Fal  la. 

If  griefs,  like  April  showers, 
A  moment's  sadness  bring, 
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Joys  soon  succeed  like  flowers* 
Then  cheerily,  cheerily  sing— 
Fal  la. 

The  rose  its  bloom  refuses. 
If  pluck'd  not  in  the  spring, 

Life  soon  its  fragrance  loses, 
Then  cheerily,  cheerily  sing— 
Fal  la. 

Fly,  fly  all  dull  emotion, 
All  care  away  we  fling; 

Pure  joy  is  our  devotion, 

Then  cheerily,  cheerily  sing — 
Fal  la. 


THE  SWITZER'S  SONG  OF  HOME. 

WHY,  Oh!  why  my  heart  this  sadness? 
Why,  'mid  scenes  like  these  decline? 
Where  all,  though  strange,  is  joy  and  gladnev, 
.Say,  what  wish  can  yet  be  thine  ? 
Oh!  say  what  wish  can  yet  be  thine  ? 

All  that's  dear  to  me  is  wanting, 

Lone  and  cheerless  here  I  roam; 
The  stranger's  joys,  howe'er  enchanting, 
To  me  can  never  be  like  Home, 
To  me  can  never  be  like  Home. 

Give  me  those!  I  ask  no  other, 

Those  that  bless  the  humble  dome; 
Where  dwell  my  Father  and  my  Mother, 
Give,  Oh!  give  me  back  my  Home,— 
My  own>  my  own  dear  native  Homo. 


THE  SEA. 

THE  sea!  the  sea!  the  open  sea! 
The  blue,  the  fresh,  the  ever  fre«! 
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Without  a  mark,  without  a  bound, 
It  runneth  the  earth's  wide  regions  round; 
It  plays  with  the  clouds,  it  mocks  the  skies, 
Or  like  a  cradled  creature  lies. 

I'm  on  the  sea!  I'm  on  the  sea! 

I  am  where  I  would  ever  be ; 

With  the  blue  above,  and  the  blue  below, 

And  silence  wheresoe'er  I  go; 

If  a  storm  should  come  and  awake  the  deep, 

What  matter  ?  /  shall  ride  and  sleep. 

I  love,  oh!  how  I  love  to  ride 
On  the  fierce  foaming  bursting  tide, 
When  every  mad  wave  drowns  the  moon, 
Or  whistles  aloft  his  tempest  tune, 
And  tells  how  goeth  the  world  below, 
And  why  the  Sou'- west  blasts  do  blow. 

I  never  was  on  the  dull  tame  shore, 
But  I  lov'd  the  great  sea  more  and  more, 
And  backwards  flew  to  her  billowy  breast, 
Like  a  bird  that  seeketh  its  mother's  nest; 
And  a  mother  she  was  and  is  to  me; 
For  I  was  born  on  the  open  sea! 

The  waves  were  white,  and  red  the  morn, 
In  the  noisy  hour  when  I  was  born; 
And  the  whale  it  whistled,  the  porpoise  rolled 
And  the  dolphins  bared  their  backs  of  gold; 
And  never  was  heard  such  an  outcry  wild 
As  welcom'd  to  life  the  ocean-child! 

I've  lived  since  then  in  calm  and  strife, 
Full  fifty  summers  a  sailor's  life, 
With  wealth  to  spend  and  a  power  to  range, 
But  never  have  sought  nor  sigh'd  for  change; 
And  Death,  whenever  he  come  to  me, 
Shall  come  on  the  wild  unbounded  sea! 
13* 
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COME  YE  DISCONSOLATE. 

COME  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  you  languish, 
Come  at  the  shrine  of  God  fervently  kneel, 

Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  anguish 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  heal. 

Joy  of  the  comfortless,  light  of  the  straying, 
Hope,  when  all  others  die,  fadeless  and  pure, 

Here  speaks  the  comforter,  in  God's  name,  saying, 
•Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  cure.' 

Go  ask  the  infidel  what  boon  he  brings  us, 
What  charm  for  aching  hearts  he  can  reveal, 

Sweet  a-s  that  glorious  promise  hope  sings  us — 
'Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  heal,' 

TYROLESE  EVENING  HYMN. 

COME  to  the  sunset  tree! 

The  day  is  past  and  gone; 
The  woodman's  axe  lies  free, 

The  reaper's  work  is  done. 
The  twilight  star  to  heaven, 

And  the  summer  dew  to  flowers, 
And  rest  to  us  is  given 

In  the  cool  refreshing  bowers. 
Come  to  the  sunset  tree,  &c. 

Sweet  is  the  hour  of  rest, 

Pleasant  the  wind's  low  sigh; 
The  gleaming  of  the  west; 

And  the  turf  whereon  we  lie. 
When  the  burden  of  the  heat 

Of  labor's  task  is  o'er 
And  kindly  voices  greet, 

The  tired  one  at  his  door. 
Come  to  the  sunset  tree,  &e» 
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Yes,  tuneful  is  the  sound 

That  dwells  in  whispering  boughs; 
Welcome  the  freshness  round, 

And  the  gale  that  fans  our  brows. 
Then,  though  the  wind  an  altered  tone 

Through  the  young  foliage  bear, 
Though  every  flower  of  something  gone, 

A  tinge  may  wear; 
Come  to  the  sunset  tree,  &c 


THE  RAISING. 

COMB  muster  my  lads  your  mechanical  tools, 

Your  saws  and  your  axes,  your  hammers  and  rules; 

Bring  your  mallets  and  planes,  your  level  and  line, 

And  plenty  of  pins  of  American  pine: 
For  our  roof  we  will  raise,  and  our  song  still  shall  ba, 
A  government  firm,  and  our  citizens  free. 

Come  up  with  the  plates,  lay  them  firm  on  the  wall, 
Like  the  people  at  large,  they're  the  ground   work    of 

all; 

Examine  them  well  and  see  that  they're  sound, 
Let  no  rotten  parts  in  our  building  be  found; 
For  our  roof  we  will  raise  and  our  song  still  shall  be, 
Our  government  firm  and  our  citizens  free. 

Now  hand  up  the  girders,  lay  each  in  its  place, 
Between  them  the  joists  must  divide  all  the  space; 
B 
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Like  assembly-men  these  should  lie  level  along, 
Like  girders,  our  senate  prove  loyal  and  strong: 

For  our  roof  we  will  raise,  and  our  song  still  shall  oe. 

A  government  firm  over  citizens  free. 

Your  rafters  now  frame,  your  king-posts  and  braces, 
And  drive  your  pins  home,  to  keep  all  in  their  places; 
Let  wisdom  and  strength  in  the  fabric  combine, 
And  your  pins  be  all  made  of  American  pine; 

For  the  roof  we  will  raise,  and  our  song  still  shall  be, 

A  government  firm,  over  citizens  free. 

Our  king-posts  are  judges — now  upright  they  stand, 
Supporting  the  braces,  the  laws  of  the  land; 
The  laws  of  the  land  which  divide  right  from  wrong, 
And  strengthen  the  weak,  by  weakening  the  strong: 
For  our  roof  we  will  raise,  and  our  song  still  shall  be, 
Laws  equal  and  just  for  people  that's  free. 

Lo!  up  with  the  rafters — each  frame  is  a  state! 

How  noble  they  rise!  their  span  too  how  great! 

From  the  north  to  the  south,    o'er  the  whole  they   ex- 
tend, 

And  rest  on  the  walls  while  the  walls  they 'defend  ! 
For  our  roof  we  will  raise,  and  our  song  still  shall  be, 
Combined  in  strength,  yet  as  citizens  free. 

Now  enter  the  purlins  and  drive  your  pins  through, 
And  see  that  your  joints  are  drawn  home  and  all  true; 
The  purlins  will  bind  all  the  rafters  together, 
The  strength  of  the  whole  shall  defy  wind  and  weather1 

For  our  roof  we  will  raise,  and  our  song  still  shall  be, 

United  as  States,  but  as  citizens  free. 

Come,  raise  up  the  turret  our  glory  and  pride: 
Tn  the  centre  it  stands,  o'er  the  whole  to  preside; 
The  sons  of  Columbia  shall  view  with  delight 
Its  pillars  and  arches,  and  towering  height: 

Our  roof  is  now  raised  and  our  song  still  shall  be 

A  federal  head  o'er  a  people  still  free. 
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Huzza!  my  brave  boys,  our  work  is  complete, 
The  world  shall  admire  Columbia's  fair  spot: 
Its  strength  against  tempest  and  time  shall  be  proof. 
And  thousands  shall  come  to  dwell  under  our  roof, 
While  we  drain  the  deep  bowl, our  toast  still  shall  be 
Our  government  firm  and  our  citizens  free. 


FOR  THE  FOURTH  OF  JULY. 

TUNE— 'Yankee  Doodle.' 
YANKEE  DOODLE  is  the  tune 

Americans  delight  in; 
'Twill  do  to  whistle,  sing,  or  play, 
And  just  the  thing  for  fighting. 

Chorus. — Yankee  Doodle,  boys,  huzza! 

Down  outside,  up  the  middle—- 
Yankee Doodle,  fa,  sol,  la, 
Trumpet,  drum  and  fiddle. 

Should  Great  Britain,  Spain,  or  France, 
Wage  war  upon  our  shore,  sir, 

We'll  lead  them  such  a  woundy  dance, 
They'll  find  their  toes  are  sore,  sir. 
Yankee  Doodle,  &c. 

Should  a  haughty  foe  expect 

To  give  our  boys  a  caning, 
We  guess  they'll  find  our  lads  have  larnt 

A  little  bit  of  training, 

Yankee  Doodle,  &c. 

I'll  wager  now  a  mug  of  flip, 

And  bring  it  on  the  table, 
Put  Yankee  boys  aboard  a  ship, 

To  beat  them  they  are  able. 

Yankee  Doodle,  &c. 

Then  if  they  go  to  argufy, 
I  rather  guess  they'll  find  too, 
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We've  got  a  set  of  tonguey  blades, 
To  out-talk  'em,  if  they're  a  mind  to. 
Yankee  Doodle,  &c. 

America's  a  dandy  place, 

The  people  all  are  brothers; 
And  when  one's  got  a  pumpkin  pie, 

He  shares  it  with  the  others. 

Yankee  Doodle,  &c. 

We  work  and  sleep  and  pray  in  peace— 

By  industry  we  thrive,  sir; 
And  if  a  drone  won't  do  his  part, 

We'll  scout  him  from  the  hive,  sirj 
Yankee  Doodle,  &c. 

And  then  on  Independence  Day 

(And  who's  a  better  right  to?) 
We  eat  and  drink,  and  sing  and  play, 

And  have  a  dance  at  night  too. 
Yankee  Doodle,  &c. 

Our  girls  are  fair  our  boys  are  tough, 

Our  old  folks  wise  and  healthy; 

And  when  we've  every  thing  enough, 

We  count  that  we  are  wealthy. 

Yankee  Doodle,  &c 
We're  happy,  free,  and  well  to  <Jo, 
And  cannot  want  for  knowledge; 
For  almost  every  mile  or  two, 
You  find  a  school  or  college. 

Yankee  Doodle,  &c. 
The  land  we  till  is  all  our  own — 
Whate'er  the  price,  we  paid  it; 
Therefore  we'll  fight  till  all  is  blue, 
Should  any  dare  invade  it. 

Chorus. — Yankee  Doodle,  boys;  huzza t 

Down  outside,  up  the  middle — 
Yankee  Doodle,  fa,  sol,  la, 
Trumpet,  drum,  and  fiddle. 
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THE  AMERICAN  FLAG. 

WHEN  Freedom  from  her  mountain  height, 

Unfurl'd  her  standard  to  the  air, 
She  tore  the  azure  robe  of  night, 

And  set  the  stars  of  glory  there; 
She  mingled  with  the  gorgeous  dyes 
The  milky  baldric  of  the  skies, 
And  striped  its  pure  celestial  white, 
With  streakings  of  the  morning  light; 
Then,  from  his  mansion  in  the  sun, 
She  called  her  eagle-bearer  down, 
And  gave  into  his  mighty  hand 
The  symbol  of  her  chosen  land. 

Majestic  monarch  of  the  cloud, 
Who  rearest  aloft  thy  regal  form, 

To  hear  the  tempest  trumping  loud, 
And  see  the  lightning  lances  driven, 

When  stride  the  warriors  of  the  storm 
And  rolls  the  thunder  drums  of  heaven, 
Child  of  the  sun,  to  thee  'tis  given, 

To  guard  the  banner  of  the  free 
To  hover  in  the  sulpher  smoke, 
To  ward  away  the  battle  stroke, 
And  bid  its  blendings  shine  afar, 
Like  rainbows  on  the  cloud  of  war, 

The  harbinger  of  victory. 

Flag  of  the  brave,  thy  folds  shall  fly, 
The  sign  of  hope  and  triumph,  high. 
When  speaks  the  signal  trumpet-tone, 
And  the  long  line  comes  gleaming  on* 
(Ere  yet  the  life  blood  warm  and  wet, 
Has  dimmed  the  glistening  bayonet, 
Each  soldier's  eye  shall  brightly  turn 
To  where  thy  meteor-glories  burn, 
And,  as  his  springing  steps  advance 
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Catch  war  and  vengeance  from  the  glance! 
And  when  the  cannon-mouthings  loud 
Heave,  in  wild  wreathes,  the  battle  shroud, 
And  gory  sabres  rise  and  fall, 
Like  shoots  of  flame  on  midnight's  pall! 
There  shall  thy  victor  glances  glow, 

And  cowering  foes  shall  sink  beneath 
Each  gallant  arm  that  strikes  below 

That  lovely  messenger  of  death. 

Flag  of  the  seas,  on  ocean's  wave 
Thy  stars  shall  glitter  o'er  the  brave, 
When  death  careering  on  the  gale, 
Sweeps  darkly  round  the  bellied  sail, 
And  frightened  waves  rush  wildly  back 
Before  the  broadside's  reeling  rack, 
The  dying  wanderer  of  the  sea 
Shall  look  at  once  to  heaven  and  thee, 
And  smile  to  see  thy  splendors  fly, 
In  triumph,  o'er  his  closing  eye. 

Flag  of  the  free  heart's  only  home, 

By  angel  hands  to  valor  given, 
Thy  stars  have  lit  the  welkin  dome, 

And  all  thy  hues  were  born  in  heaven. 
Forever  float  that  standard  sheet! 

Where  breathes  the  foe,  but  falls  before  us, 
With  freedom's  soil  beneath  our  feet, 

And  Freedom's  banner  streaming  o'er  us? 


« OLD  IRONSIDES.' 

AY!  pull  her  tattered  ensign  down, 
Long  has  it  wav'd  on  high, 

And  many  a  heart  has  danc'd  to  se< 
That  banner  in  the  sky; 

Beneath  it  rung  the  battle  shout, 
And  burst  the  cannon's  roar — 
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The  meteor  of  the  ocean  air 
Shall  sweep  the  clouds  no  more. 

Her  deck,  once  red  with  heroes'  blood, 

Where  knelt  the  vanquish'd  foe, 
When  winds  were  hurrying  o'er  the  flood 

And  waves  were  white  below 
No  more  shall  feel  the  conqueror's  tread, 

Or  know  the  conquered  knee; 
The  harpies  of  the  shore  shall  pluck 

The  eagle  of  the  sea! 

Oh  better  that  her  shattered  hulk 

Should  sink  beneath  the  wave; 
Her  thunders  shook  the  mighty  deep 

And  there  should  be  her  grave. 
Nail  to  the  mast  her  holy  flag, 

Set  every  threadbare  sail, 
And  give  her  to  the  god  of  storms — 

The  lightning  and  the  gale! 


COLUMBIA'S  GREAT  GLORY. 

HALLOW'D  the  birth-day  of  liberty's  nation, 

Sacred  the  flame  on  her  altar  that  burns, 
A  tear  to  the  chieftain  who  wrought  her  salvation, 
And  flowers  to  the  grave  that  his  body  inums; 

He  who  from  darkest  night, 

Led  us  to  glory's  light, 
Remaining  before  us  our  guidance  and  star 

Rid  every  troubled  sea, 

Pilot  of  liberty; 
Champion  of  peace  in  the  ravage  of  war. 

Hail  to  the  name  of  Columbia's  great  hero, 

Which  brighter  shines  forth  thro'  the  vista  of  years 

Whilst  on  history's  page  stands  the  contrast  of  Nero, 
The  king  of  oppression,  and  father  of  tears. 
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Then  raise  the  sacred  strain, 
Let  echo  mock  again; 

Washington  rise  on  each  patriot's  voice, 
Till  all  Columbia  round, 
Swell  with  the  joyous  sound, 

And  hill  and  vale  in  the  anthem  rejoice. 


COLUMBIAN  INDEPENDENCE 

WAKE,  Columbia!  wake  the  lyre, 

Touch  the  silver  chords  with  fire; 
Bid  the  holy  flames  arise, 
Mounting  swiftly  to  the  skies; 

Music  sweet,  and  music  strong. 

Rouse  the  soul  with  lyric  song. 

Goddess  of  this  western  clime, 
Tune  thy  notes  to  joys  sublime! 
Rapt  in  glory's  brightest  blaze, 
Gallant  heroes  proudly  raise 
Shouts  of  triumph,  sounding  far, 
Louder  than  the  storm  of  war: 

Godlike  courage  won  the  day — 
Baffled  Britain  lost  her  sway; 
Ghastly  stood  her  trembling  king — 
Quick  he  felt  the  dreadful  sting, 
When  Columbia's  sons  had  sworn, 
'Death! — or,  lo!  a  nation's  born!' 

Born  a  nation  stood  sublime, 

Virtue's  proof — the  test  of  time, 
England's  vassals  now  return, 
Help  their  weeping  nation  nioum 

Tyranny  had  fled  our  coast; 

Gain'd  one  world  a  world  was  lost. 
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LIBERTY  TREE— By  T.  Paint, 

In  a  chariot  of  light  from  the  regions  of  day, 

The  goddess  of  Liberty  came ; 
Ten  thousand  celestials  directed  the  way, 

And  hither  conducted  the  dame. 
A  fair  budding  branch  from  the  gardens  aboie, 

Where  millions  with  millions  agree, 
She  brought,  in  her  hand  as  a  pledge  of  her  love, 

And  the  pkflt  she  named  Liberty  Tree. 

The  celestial  exotic  struck  deep  in  the  ground, 

Like  a  native  it  flourish' d  and  bore; 
The  fame  of  its  fruit  drew  the  nations  around, 

To  seek  out  its  peaceable  shore. 
Unmindful  of  names,  or  distinctions,  they  came, 

For  freemen  like  brothers  agree ; 
With  one  spirit  endued,  they  one  friendship  pursued, 

And  their  temole  was  Liberty  Tree. 

Beneath  this  fair  tree,  like  the  patriarchs  of  old 

Their  bread  in  contentment  they  ate, 
Unvex'd  with  the  troubles  of  silver  and  gold, 

The  cares  of  the  grand  and  the  great ; 
With  timber  and  tar  they  old  England  supplied, 

And  supported  her  power  on  the  sea ; 
Her  battles  they  fought  without  getting  a  groat, 

For  the  honour  of  Liberty  Tree. 

But  hear,  O  ye  swains,  ('tis  a  tale  most  profane) 

How  all  the  tyrannical  powers, 
Kings,  Commons,  and  Lords  are  uniting  amain, 

To  cut  down  this  guardian  of  ours : 
From  the  east  to  the  west  blow  the  trumpet  to 

Thro'  the  land  let  the  sound  of  it  flee; 
Let  the  far  and  the  near  all  unite  with  a  cheer, 

In  defence  of  our  Liberty  Tree. 
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THE  PILGRIM  FATHERS. 

THE  breaking  waves  dashed  high 

On  a  stern  and  rock-bound  coast; 
And  the  woods  against  the  stormy  sky, 

Their  giant  branches  tost; 

And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark, 

The  hills  and  waters  o'er, 
When  a  band  of  exiles  moored  their  bark 

On  the  wild  New  England  shore. 

Not  as  the  conqueror  comes, 

They,  the  true  hearted  came: — 
Not  with  the  roll  of  the  stirring  drums, 

And  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  fame; — 

Not  as  the  flying  come, 

In  silence,  and  in  fear: — 
They  shook  the  depths  of  the  desert's  gloom 

With  their  hymns  of  lofty  cheer. 

Amidst  the  storm  they  sang, 

And  the  stars  heard,  and  the  sea; 
And  the  sounding  aisles  of  the  dim  woods  raJ.g 

To  the  anthem  of  the  free. 

The  ocean  eagle  soared 

From  his  nest,  by  the  white  wave's  foam, 
And  the  rocking  pines  of  the  forest  roared:— 

This  was  their  welcome  home. 

What  sought  they  thus  afar? 

Bright  jewels  of  the  mine? 
The  wealth  of  seas? — the  spoils  of  war? 

They  sought  a  faith's  pure  shrine. 

Ay,  call  it  holy  ground, 

*The  soil  where  first  they  trod: 
They  have  left  unstained  what  there  they  found— 
Freedom  to  worship  GOP! 
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NEW  ORLEANS,  OR  THE  SONS  OF  THE  WEST 

AIR—"  John  Bull  caught  a  Tartar." 
BRAVE  sons  of  the  West,  your  deeds  of  renown 

Unfold  a  nevy  scene  for  the  world  to  admire; 
Your  valor  unrivall'd,  all  Europe  will  crown, 

As  a  subject  for  praise  and  a  theme  for  the  lyre; 
You've  ennobled  the  waters  on  which  you  were  born, 

Mississippi  emerges  resplendent  in  story — 
*f;d  the  scenes  that  with  triumph  our  country  adorn, 

Yew-Orleans  arises  unequal  in  glory. 

Brave  sons  of  the  West,  the  blood  in  your  veins, 

At  danger's  approach,  waited  not  for  persuaders; 
You  rush'd  from  your  mountains,  your  hills  and  youi 
plains, 

And  follow'd  your  streams  to  repel  the  invaders. 
You  came,  you  encounter'd,  you  conquer'd  the  host 

That  Britain  had  dared  to  debark  on  your  shores; 
New-Orleans  for  ever  your  valor  will  boast, 

And  Mississippi  murmur  your  praise  as  it  pours. 

Proud  leaders  of  Britain,  your  fortune  behold! 

Embark'd  in  "  a  secret  and  grand  expedition,*' 
You  sail'd  to  gain  triumph,  and  eke  to  get  gold; 

You  landed — rnarch'd  forward — and  met  your  per- 

dition. 
The  plain  of  New-Orleans,  ensanguined  and  red 

With  Britain's  best  blood,  affords  illustration; 
How  many  fine  columns  to  conquest  were  led! 

How  few  have  return'd  from  the  "  grand  demonstr* 
tion." 

At  a  point  so  remote,  you  hoped  to  surprise, 
And  find  a  rich  city  devoid  of  protection; 

You  knew  not  what  faithful  and  vigilant  eyes 

Were  watching  your  movements  in  every  direction: 

With  the  eye  of  an  eagle  when  guarding  his  nest, 
MONROE  saw  their  fav'rite  New-Orleans  in  danger, 
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And  sent  to  brave  Jackson  the  sons  of  the  West, 
To  welcome  and  bury  the  bones  of  the  stranger. 

Brave  sons  of  the  West,  all  Europe  will  praise 

The  promptness  with  which  you  perform'd  your  com 

misssion ; 
The  world  will  admit  that  your  conduct  displays 

A  zeal  to  move  on  with  a  "  great  expedition:" 
E'en  Wellington's  duke,  who  in  France  and  in  Spain, 

Oft  sacrificed  legions  of  Buonaparte's  martyrs, 
Will  swear,  when  he  hears  that  his  generals  are  slain, 

Our  Western  backwoodsmen  are  certainly  Tartars. 

THE  AMERICAN  STAR. 
TUNE—"  Humors  of  Glen." 

COME  strike  the  bold  anthem,  the  war-dogs  are  howl- 
ing. 

Already  they  eagerly  snuff  up  their  prey; 
The  red  cloud  of  war  o'er  our  forests  is  scowling, 

Soft,  peace  spreads  her  wings,  and  fliej  weeping  away, 
The  infants  affrighted,  cling  close  to  their  mothers, 
The  youths  grasp  their  swords,  for  the  combat  pre- 
pare; 

While  beauty  weeps  fathers  and  lovers  and  brothers, 
Who  rush  to  display  the  American  Star. 

Come  blow  the  shrill  bugle — the  loud  drum  awaken — 

The  dread  rifle  seize — let  the  cannon  deep  roar; 
No  heart  with  pale  fear,  or  faint  doublings  be  shaken, 

No  slave's  hostile  foot  leave  a  print  on  our  shore; 
Shall  mothers,  wives,  daughters,  and  sisters  left  weep* 
ing, 

Insulted  by  ruffians,  be  dragg'd  to  despair? 
Oh  no — from  the  hills  the  proud  eagle  comes  sweeping, 

And  waves  to  the  brave  the  American  Star. 

The  spirits  of  Washington,  Warren,  Montgomery, 
Look  down  from  the  clouds  with  bright  aspect  serene 
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Come  soldiers,  a  tear  and  a  toast  to  their  memory, 
Rejoicing  they'll  see  us,  as  they  once  have  been; 

To  us  the  high  boon  by  the  gods  has  been  granted, 
To  spread  the  glad  tidings  of  liberty  far, 

Let  millions  invade  us,  we'll  meet  them  undaunted, 
And  conquer  or  die  by  the  American  Star. 

Your  hands  then,  dear  comrades,  round  liberty's  altsu 

United,  we  swear  by  the  souls  of  the  brave! 
Not  one,  from  the  strong  resolution  shall  falter, 

To  live  independent  or  sink  in  the  grave. 
Then  freemen  fill  up — Lo!  the  striped  banner's  flying, 

The  high  birds  of  liberty  scream  through  the  air, 
Beneath  her  oppression  and  tyranny  dying — 

Success  to  the  beaming  American  Star. 


STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER. 

0!  SAT  can  you  see,  by  the  dawn's  early  light, 

What  so   proudly  we   hail'd  at  the   twilight's  last 

gleaming, 

Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars  through  the  peril- 
ous fight, 
O'er  the    ramparts    we   watch'd   were  so   ga'llanty 

streaming? 

And  the  rockets'  red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in  air, 
Gave  proof  through  the  night  that  our  flag  was  still 

there ; 

O!  say  does  that  Star-spangled  Banner  yet  wave, 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave? 

On  the  shore  dimly  seen  through  the  mists  of  the  deep, 
Where  the  foe's  haughty  host  in  dread  silence  re- 
poses, 

What  is  that  which  the  breeze  o'er  the  towering  steep> 
As  it  fitfully  blows,  half  conceals,  half  discloses? 

Now  it  catches  the  gleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam 

In  full  glory  reflected  now  shines  on  the  stream: 
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'Tis  the  Star-spangled  Banner — O!  long  may  it  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 

And  where  is  that  band  who  so  vauntingly  swore 
That  the  havoc  of  war  and  the  battle's  confusion, 

A  home  and  a  country,  should  leave  us  no  more! 
Their  blood  has  wash'd  out  their  foul  footsteps'  pol- 
lution. 

No  refuge  could  save  the  hireling  and  slave, 

From  the  terror  of  flight  or  the  gloom  of  the  grave, 
And  the  Star-spangled  Banner  in  triumph  doth  wave, 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 

O!  thus  be  it  ever  when  freemen  shall  stand, 

Between  thoir  lov'd  home,  and  the  war's  desolation, 

Blest  with  vict'ry  and  peace,  may  the  Heaven-rescu'd 

land, 

Praise  the  Power  that  hath  made  and  preserv'd  us  a 
nation! 

Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  is  just, 

And  this  be  our  motto — "  In  God  is  our  trust;" 

And  the  Star-spangled  Banner  in  triumph  shall  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave 


WELCOME  LA  FAYETTE. 

Composed  at  Nashville,  and  sung  by  the  Young  La 
dies  of  the  Nashville  Female  Academy,  on  the  recep- 
tion of  General  La  Fayette  at  that  Institution,  May  5th 
1825. 

OH!  welcome,  warrior,  to  the  soil 
That  gave  the  brave  a  bed, 
Whose  harvest  yields  the  ample  spoil 
Of  blood  for  freedom  shed; 
Welcome,  welcome,  to  the  shore, 
Thy  youthful  footsteps  fondly  press'd, 
Where  free-born  millions  proudly  join, 
To  hail  the  nation's  guest — 
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Huzza!  huzza!   huzza!  huzza! 
To  hail  the  nation's  guest. 

Ye  beauteous  maids,  your  garlands  fling 

Around  the  hero's  brow; 

Ye  hoary  veterans,  hither  bring 

The  heart's  full  tribute  now; 

Let  kings  their  diadems  cast  down, 

And  nobles  shrink  to  nothing — yet 

True  glory,  nonor,  gem  the  name 

Of  gallant  La  Fayette — 

Huzza!  huzza!  huzza!  huzza! 

For  gallant  La  Fayette! 

Oh!  welcome,  father — name  alone 
Dearer  than  titles — we, 
Thy  children,  give  thy  homage  known, 
And  freemen  greet  thee  free; 
True  patriot,  shield  thy  hoary  head 
Beneath  the  oak  thou  help'dst  to  rear; 
Welcome,  deliverer,  champion,  friend, 
La  Fayette's  welcome  here — 
Huzza!  huzza!  huzza!  huzza! 
La  Fayette's  welcome  here. 

LA  FAYETTE'S  WELCOME  TO  MARYLAND. 

Sung  at  the  dinner  given  to  Gen.  La  Fayette  by  tha 
Legislature  of  Maryland,  Dec.  24th,  1824.— By  W.  F 
Farquhar. 

TUNE — "  Scots  wa  hae." 
WELCOME,  welcome,  La  Fayette, 
Thee  we  never  shall  forget; 
Friend  of  man,  we  love  thee  yet, 
Friend  of  Liberty. 

Thou  wast  once  our  friend  indeed, 
Wast  our  friend  in  time  of  need-  - 
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Thou  for  us  didst  freely  bleed, 
Son  of  Liberty. 

And  we  love  to  see  thee  here, 
Thou  art  now,  as  ever,  dear; 
Thee  we  ever  sh-all  revere — 
Friend  of  Lfberty. 

Yes,  we  take  thee  by  the  hand, 
Welcome  thee  to  Maryland — 
By  thee  she  will  ever  stand, 
Firm  and  true  to  thee. 

Thou  hast  been  the  honest  man, 
Acting  on  a  worthy  plan; 
Since  old  time  its  course  began— 
Who  has  done  like  thee? 

And  the  toils  of  war  now  o'er, 
Welcome  to  Columbia's  shore; 
Yes,  we  love  thee  more  and 
Friend  of  Liberty. 

Freedom's  cause  is  cause  divine: 
Freedom's  cause  was  ever  thine: 
On  the  world  soon  may  it  shine, 
The  sun  of  Liberty. 

Welcome,  welcome,  La  Fayette, 
Thou  art  good  and  thou  art  great, 
Welcome,  welcome,  to  our  state- 
Happy  may'st  thou  be. 

Sons  and  daughters  long  shall  tell, 
None  did  ever  thee  excel; 
Mothers,  fathers,  lov'd  thee  well- 
Friend  of  Liberty. 
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SONG, 
Written  by  J.  McCreery,  and  sung  by  a  gentleman  of 

Petersburg  at  a  public  dinner. 
TUNE — "  Jlnacreon  in  Heaven." 
SEE  Decatur,  our  hero,  returns  to  the  west, 

Who's  destined  to  shine  in  the  annals  of  story; 
A  bright  ray  of  vict'ry  beams  high  on  his  crest, 
Encircled  his  brows  by  a  halo  of  glory. 
On  Afric's  bleak  shore, 
From  the  insolent  Moor, 

His  bloody  stained  laurels  in  triumph  he  tore, 
Where  the  crescent,  which  oft  spread  its  terrors  afar, 
Submissively  bowed  to  Columbia's  star. 

Algiers'  haughty  Dey,  in  the  height  of  his  pride, 

From  American  freemen  a  tribute  demanded; 
Columbia's  brave  freemen  the  tribute  denied, 

And  his  corsairs  to  seize  our  bold  tars  were  com 

manded. 

Their  streamers  wave  high, 
But  Decatur  draws  nigh, 

His  name  strikes  like  lightning — in  terror  they  fly; 
Thrice  welcome  our  hero,  returned  from  afar, 
Where  the  proud  crescent  falls  to  Columbia's  star. 


LA  FAYETTE. 
TTTNE— "  Auld  Lang  Syne." 
SHOULD  auld  acquaintance  ho  forgot, 

And  never  brought  to  mind? 
The  friend  that's  true  remember'd  not, 
And  days  o'  lang  syne? 

For  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear, 

We  never  can  forget, 
When  dangers  press'd  and  foes  diw 

Our  friend  was  La  Fayette. 

c 
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When  first  our  fathers  bravely  drew 

'Gainst  tyrants  and  their  laws, 
On  wings  of  generous  zeal  he  flew, 

To  aid  the  holy  cause. 

For  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear,  &C. 

He  stem'd  the  broad  Atlantic  wave, 

He  vow'd  they  should  be  free, 
He  led  the  bravest  of  the  brave, 

To  death  or  victory. 

For  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear,  &c. 

Let  Brandywine  his  glory  tell, 

And  Monmouth  loud  acclaim; 
Let  York  in  triumph  proudly  swell 

The  measure  of  his  fame. 

For  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear,  &c. 

Shall  sons  of  freedom  e'er  forget, 

Till  time  shall  cease  to  move, 
The  debt  they  owe  to  La  Fayette, 

Of  gratitude  and  love? 

For  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear,  &c, 

THE  BANKS  OF  CHAMPLAIN. 
TWAS  autumn,  and  round  me  the  leaves  were  descend- 
ing. 

And  lonely  the  woodpecker  peck'd  on  the  tree, 
Whilst  thousands  their  freedom  and  rights  were  de- 

fb  riding 

The  din  of  their  arms  sounded  dismal  to  me; 
For  Sandy,  my  love,  was  engag'd  in  the  action, 
Without  him  I  valued  the  world  not  a  fraction; 
His  death  would  have  ended  my  life  in  distraction, 
As  lonely  1  stray'd  on  the  banks  of  Champlain. 

Then  turning  to  list  to  the  cannon's  loud  thunder, 
My  elbow  i  lean'd  on  a  rock  near  the  shore* 
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The  sounds  nearly  parted  my  heart-strings  assunde* 
I  thought  I  should  see  my  dear  shepherd  no  mor 
But  soon  an  express  all  my  sorrow  suspended, 
My  thanks  to  the  Father  of  mercies  ascended, 
My  shepherd  was  safe,  and  my  country  defended, 
By  freedom's  brave  sons  on  the  banks  of  Champlain 

I  wip'd  from  my  eye  the  big  tear  that  had  started, 

And  hasten'd  the  news  to  my  parents  to  bear, 
Who  sigh'd  for  the  loss  of  relations  departed, 

And  wept  at  the  tidings  that  banish 'd  their  care. 
The  cannons  now  ceased,  the  drums  still  were  beating; 
The  foes  of  our  country  far  north  were  retreating, 
The  neighb'ring  damsels  each  other  were  greeting, 
With  songs  of  delight  on  the  banks  of  Champlain. 

Our  squadron  triumphant,  our  army  victorious, 
With  laurels  unfaded,  our  Spartans  return'd; 
My  eyes  never  dwelt  on  a  scene  half  so  glorious, 

My  heart  with  such  rapture  before  never  burn'd. 
But  Sandy,  my  darling,  that  moment  appearing, 
His  presence  to  every  countenance  cheering, 
Was  render'd  to  me  more  doubly  endearing, 
By  feats  he  perform'd  on  the  banks  of  Champlain. 

But  should  smiling  peace,  with  her  blessings  and  treas* 
ures. 

Soon  visit  the  plains  of  Columbia  again, 
What  pen  can  describe  the  enrapturing  pleasures, 

That  I  shall  experience  through  life  with  my  swain 
For  then  i.o  wild  savage  will  come  to  alarm  us, 
Nor  worse  British  foes  send  their  minions  to  harm  us, 
But  nature  and  art  will  continue  to  charm  us, 
While  happy  we  live  on  the  banks  of  Champlaia 

3DE— For  the  Fourth  of  July,  1827. 

To  the  sages  who  spoke — to  the  heroes  who  bled — 
To  the  day,  and  the  deed — strike  the  harpstrings  or 
glory, 
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Let  the  song  of  the  ransom'd  remember  the  dead, 
And  the  tongue  of  the  eloquent  hallow  the  story. 
O'er  the  bones  of  the  bold, 
Be  that  story  long  told, 

And  on  Fame's  golden  tablets  their  triumphs  enroll'd, 
Who  on    freedom's  green  hills,  freedom's  banner  un- 
furl'd, 
And  the  beacon-fire  rais'd  that  gave  light  to  the  world 

'Twas  far  us  and  our  children,  to  conquer  or  die, 
Undaunted  they  stood,  where  the  war-storm  burs' 

o'er  them; 

Each  blade  drew  a  thunderbolt  down  from  the  sky, 
Till  the  foeman  turn'd  pale,  and  was  wither'd  before 
them. 

Then  from  Liberty's  band, 
Went  a  shout  thro'  the  land, 

As  the  rainbow  of  peace  their  fair  heritage  spann'd. 
Where  the  banner  of  freedom  in  pride  was  unfurl'd, 
And  the  beacon-fire  rose  that  gave  light  to  the  world. 

They  are  gone — mighty  men!  and  they  sleep  in  their 

fame ; 

Shall  we  ever  forget  them?  Oh,  never!  no,  never!— 
Let  our  sons  learn  from  us  to  embalm  each  great  name, 
And  the    anthem   send   down — "  Independence    foi 
ever." 

Wake,  wake,  heart  and  tongue! 
Keep  the  theme  ever  young — 

Let  their  deeds  thro'  the  long  line  of  ages  be  sung. 
When  on  freedom's  green  hills  freedom's  banner  un- 
furl'd, 
And  the  beacon-fire  rais'd  that  gave  light  to  the  world 

MARSEILLES  HYMN  OF  LIBERTY. 

YE  sons  of  Freedom,  wake  to  glory, 
Hark!  hark!  what  myriads  bid)ou  rise1 
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Your  children,  wives,  and  grandsires  hoary, 

Behold  their  tears  and  hear  their  cries. 
Shall  hateful  tyrants,  mischiefs  breeding, 

With  hireling  hosts,  a  ruffian  band, 

Affright  and  desolate  the  land, 
While  peace  and  liberty  lie  bleeding? 

To  arms!  to  arms'  ye  brave! 

TV  avenging  sword  unsheath; 
March  on,  march  on,  all  hearts  resolv'd, 

On  victory  or  death. 

Now,  now,  the  dangerous  storm  is  rolling, 

Which  treacherous  kings  confederate  raise. 
The  dogs  of  war,  let  loose,  are  howling, 

And  lo!  our  fields  and  cities  blaze. 
And  shall  we  basely  view  the  ruin, 

While  lawless  force  with  guilty  stride, 

Spreads  desolation  far  and  wide, 
With  crimes  and  blood  his  hands  embruing. 

To  arms!  to  arms!  ye  brave,  &c. 

With  luxury  and  pride  surrounded, 

The  vile  insatiate  despots  dare, 
Their  thirst  of  power  and  gold  unbounded, 

To  mete  and  vend  the  light  and  air. 
Like  beasts  of  burden  would  they  Had  us, 

Like  gods  would  bid  their  slaves  adore, 

But  man  is  man,  and  who  is  more? 
Then  shall  they  longer  lash  and  goad  us? 

To  arms!  to  arms!  ye  brave,  &c. 

Oh,  Liberty,  can  man  resign  thee, 
Once  having  felt  thy  generous  flame? 

Can  dungeons,  bolts  and  bars  confine  thee 
Or  whips  thy  noble  spirit  tame? 

Too  long  the  world  has  wept,  bewa.ling 
That  falsehood's  dagger  tyrants  wield, 
But  freedom  is  our  sword  and  shield, 

And  all  their  arts  are  unavailing. 
To  arms!  to  arms!  ye  brave,  &c. 
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DAY  OF  GLORY. 
AIR— "  Seats  who.  hae." 
DAY  of  glory,  welcome  day! 
Freedom's  banners  greet  thy  ray, 
See,  how  cheerfully  they  play, 

With  the  morning  breeze. 
On  the  rocks  where  pilgrims  kneel'd, 
On  the  heights  where  squadrons  w 
When  a  tyrant's  thunder  peal'd 

O'er  the  trembling  sea. 

God  of  armies!  did  « thy  stars 
In  their  courses'  smite  his  cars, 
Blast  his  arm,  and  wrest  his  bars 

From  the  heaving  tide? 
On  our  standard,  lo!  they  burn, 
And,  when  days  like  this  return, 
Sparkle  o'er  the  soldier's  urn, 

Who  for  freedom  died. 

God  of  peace!  whose  spirit  fills 
All  the  echoes  of  our  hills, 
All  the  murmurs  of  our  rills, 

Now  the  storm  is  o'er; 
O,  let  freemen  be  our  sons; 
And  let  future  Washingtons 
Rise,  to  lead  their  valiant  ones, 

Till  there's  war  no  more. 

By  the  patriot's  hallowed  rest, 
By  the  warrior's  gory  breast, 
Never  let  our  graves  be  press'd 

By  a  despot's  throne: 
By  the  pilgrim's  toils  and  cares, 
By  their  battles  and  their  prayen, 
By  their  ashes, — let  our  heirs 

Bow  to  thee  alone. 
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MARCH  TO  THE  BATTLE  FIELD. 

AIR— "  Oft  in  the  stilly  night. 
MARCH  to  the  battle  field, 
The  foe  is  now  before  us; 
Each  heart  is  freedom's  shield, 
And  heav'n  is  smiling  o'er  us, 
The  woes  and  pains, 
The  galling  chains, 
That  Keep  our  spirits  under, 
In  proud  disdain, 
We've  brok'n  again, 
And  tore  each  link  assunder. 

March  to  the,  &C. 

Who,  for  his  country  brave, 

Would  fly  from  her  invader? 
Who,  his  base  life  to  save, 

Would,  traitor-like,  degrade  her? 
Our  hallowed  cause, 
Our  home  and  laws, 
'Gainst  tyrant  power  sustaining, 
We'll  gain  a  crown 
Of  bright  renown, 
Or  die — our  rights  maintaining! 

March  to  the,  &C. 


BATTLE  SONG. 
TUNE — "  Eruce's  Address." 
HARK!  the  deep'ning  voice  of  war, 
Hoarsely  echoes  from  afar, 
Forward!  and  your  weapons  draw, 
Sons  of  Liberty! 

Let  your  banners  wave  in  air 
Let  your  light 'nings  fiercely  glare  I 
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Freely  ev'ry  danger  share 

For  your  Liberty! 

Freedom!  glorious,  fair  and  bright! 
'Tis  for  her  you  dare  the  fight; 
Guard  her  with  a  giant  might! 

Sons  of  Liberty! 

Never  let  the  word  be  said, 
That  in  time  of  battle  dread, 
Columbia's  sons  from  danger  fled, 

No!  it  shall  not  b«.' 

Where  the  death-storm  thickest  rains! 
Where  the  earth  shows  reddest  stains! 
There  the  Eagle  still  remains! 

Never  turns  to  flee 

See  the  foes  now  yield  the  ground! 
Their  bravest  lie  in  death  around; — 
Let  the  trumpet's  joyful  sound, 

Shout  for  victory! 


WE  NEVER  WILL  BE  SLAVES. 
AIR — "  The  gallant  Troubadour." 
FROM  birth  my  native  land  I've  owned 

As  liberty's  blest  shore; 
In  every  heart  she  sits  enthroned, 

And  stands  at  every  door. 
Then  s4iall  we  lose  our  chartered  right 

Through  base  and  sordid  knaves? 
No,  while  we've  hearts  and  hands  to  fight 

We  never  will  be  slaves. 

Columbia's  sons,  with  freedom  born, 

Ne'er  heed  a  foreign  foe; 
Our  fertile  fields  are  gilt  with  corn, 

And  shall  we  lose  them! — No! 
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We  love  the  soil,  and  will  protect 
Or  make  that  soil  our  graves, 

Nor  e'er  this  sacred  truth  neglect—- 
We never  will  be  slaves. 

Then,  let  us  raise  our  bumpers  high 

With  foaming  liquor  bright, 
And  ev'ry  effort  still  defy 

'Gainst  God,  our  land  and  right! 
Join  hand  and  heart  with  one  accord, 

And  waft  it  o'er  the  waves; 
By  land  and  sea  be  this  the  word — 

We  never  will  be  slaves. 


THE  HUNTERS  OF  KENTUCKY, 

As  sung  by  Mr.  Ludlow,  in  the  New-Orleans  and  W« 

tern  Country  Theatres. 
YE  gentlemen  and  ladies  fair, 

Who  grace  this  famous  city, 
Just  listen,  if  you've  time  to  spare, 

While  I  rehearse  a  ditty; 
And  for  an  opportunity, 

Conceive  yourselves  quite  lucky, 
For  'tis  not  often  here  you  see 

A  hunter  from  Kentucky. 
Oh,  Kentucky!  the  hunters  of  Kentucky. 

The  hunters  of  Kentucky, 

We  are  a  hardy  free-born  race, 

Each  man  to  fear  a  stranger; 
Whale 'er  the  game,  we  join  in  chase 

Despising  toil  and  danger; 
And  if  a  daring  foe  annoys, 

Whate'er  his  strength  and  forces, 
We'll  show  him  that  Kentucky  boyi 

Are  "  alligator  horses.'* 
Oh,  Kentucky,  &c. 
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I  s'pose  you've  read  it  in  the  prints, 

How  Packenham  attempted 
To  make  old  Hickory  Jackson  wince, 

But  soon  his  schemes  repented; 
For  we  with  rifles  ready  cock'd, 

Thought  such  occasion  lucky, 
And  soon  around  the  general  flock'd 

The  hunters  of  Kentucky. 
Oh,  Kentucky,  &c. 

You've  heard,  I  s'pose,  how  New  Orleans 

Is  fam'd  for  wealth  and  beauty — 
There's  girls  of  every  hue  it  seems, 

From  snowy  white  to  sooty. 
So  Packenham  he  made  his  brags, 

If  he  in  fight  was  lucky, 
He'd  have  the  girls  and  cotton  bags, 

In  spite  of  old  Kentucky, 
Oh,  Kentucky,  &c. 

But  Jackson  he  was  wide  awake, 

And  was'nt  scar'd  at  trifles, 
For  well  he  knew  what  aim  we  take 

With  our  Kentucky  rifles; 
So  he  led  us  down  to  Cypress  swamp, 

The  ground  was  low  arid  mucky, 
There  stood  John  Bull  in  martial  pomp, 

And  here  was  old  Kentucky. 
Oh,  Kentucky,  &c. 

A  bank  was  raised  to  hide  our  breast, 
Not  that  we  thought  of  dying, 

But  that  we  always  like  to  rest, 
Unless  the  game  is  flying: 

Behind  it  stood  our  little  force- 
None  wish'd  it  to  be  greater, 

For  every  man  was  half  a  horse, 
And  half  an  alligator. 
Oh,  Kentucky,  &c. 
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They  did  not  let  our  patience  tire, 

Before  they  show'd  their  faces — 
We  did  not  choose  to  waste  our  fire, 

So  snugly  kept  our  places; 
But  when  so  near  to  see  them  wink, 

We  thought  it  time  to  stop  'em' 
And  'twould  have  done  you  good  I  think 

To  see  Kentuckians  drop  'em. 
Oh,  Kentucky,  &c. 

They  found  at  last  'twas  vain  to  fight 

Where  lead  was  all  their  booty; 
And  so  they  wisely  took  to  flight, 

And  left  us  all  our  beauty. 
And  now  if  danger  e'er  annoys, 

Remember  what  our  trade  is; 
Just  send  for  us  Kentucky  boys, 

And  we'll  protect  you,  ladies. 
Oh,  Kentncky,  &c. 


THE  PATRIOT'S  FRIEND. 

CEASE,  tempest,  cease!  allay  thy  power 
Nor  bkl  the  clouds  of  darkness  lour, 
Or  let  the  vivid  lightning  play, 
To  cheer  a  pilgrim  on  his  way; 
For  thus  o'er  barren  plains  I've  sped, 
To  seek  the  mansions  of  the  dead, 
And  kiss  the  clay  where  he  may  be, 
Who  sought  his  grave  through  liberty. 

Cease,  wind,  to  blow,  'twixt  earth  and  heaven! 

Unless  your  moans  for  him  are  given, 

Then  I  unison  will  sigh 

Until  the  night  has  lingered  by! 

Still  I'll  proceed,  unawed  by  fear, 

And  warm  thy  blast  with  friendship's  tear; 
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For  I  must  know  the  hero's  doom, 
To  breathe  my  blessings  o'er  his  tomb. 

Cease,  hail  and  rain,  to  drench  my  vest! 
Or  slumbering  Sorrow  sooth  to  rest, 
While  I  pace  many  a  darkened  field, 
To  seek,  though  dead,  his  country's  shield. 
For,  though  no  more  he  lives  to  fight, 
But  only  lives  in  memory's  night, 
I  at  his  tomb  my  vow  will  seal, 
And  o'er  his  honored  marble  kneel. 

Cease,  Pleasure,  cease!  and  think  of  him 
Who  ne'er  could  Freedom's  laurel  dim! 
Nor  shall  this  pause  for  him  be  vain, 
For  he  expir'd  our  rights  to  gain! 
And,  though  he  lies  in  yon  cold  earth, 
There  Freedom's  fire  shall  take  new  birth, 
To  seek  the  clay  where  he  may  be, 
Who  sought  his  grave  through  liberty. 

WASHINGTON. 

Oh  ne'er  to  man  did  bounteous  heaven  impart 
A  purer  spirit  or  more  generous  heart; — 
And  in  that  heart  did  nature  sweetly  blend 
The  patriot  hero,  and  the  faithful  friend. 
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HAIL  TO  THE  CHIEF. 

WORDS    BY    SIR    WALTER    SCOTT. 

HA  in  to  the  chief  who  in  triumph  advances! 
Honor'd  and  bless'd  be  the  evergreen  Pine! 
Long  may  the  Tree  in  his  banner  that  glances, 
Flourish  the  shelter  and  grace  of  our  line! 
Heaven  send  it  happy  dew, 
Earth  lend  it  sap  anew, 
Gaily  to  bourgeon,  and  broadly  to  grow, 
While  every  Highland  glen 
Sends  our  shout  back  again, 
1  Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhu,  ho!  ieroe!' 

Ours  is  no  sapling,  chance-sown  by  the  fountain, 

Blooming  at  Beltane,  in  winter  to  fade; 
When  the  whirlwind  has  stripp'd  every  leaf  on  the 

mountain, 

The  more  shall  Clan-Alpine  exult  in  her  shade. 
Moor'd  in  the  rifted  rock, 
Proof  to  the  tempest's  shock, 
Firmer  he  roots  him,  the  ruder  it  blow; 

Menteith  and  Breadalbane,  then, 
Echo  his  praise  agen, 
«  Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhu,  ho!  ieroe!' 

Proudly  our  Pibroch  has  thrill'd  in  Glen  Fruin, 

And  Banochar's  groans  to  our  slogan  replied; 
Glen  Luss  and  Ross-dhu,  they  are  smoking  in  rum, 
And  the  best  of  Loch  Lomond  lie  dead  on  her  side 
Widow  and  Saxon  maid 
Long  shall  lament  our  raid, 
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Think  of  Claa-AIpine  with  fear  and  with  wo; 
Lennox  and  Leven-glen 
Shake  when  they  hear  agen, 
*  Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhu,  ho!  ieroe!' 

Row,  Vassals,  row,  for  the  pride  of  the  Highland* 

Stretch  to  your  oars,  for  the  ever-green  Pine! 
0!that  the  rose-bud  that  graces  yon  islands, 

Were  wreathed  in  a  garland  around  him  to  twine! 
O  that  some  seeding-gern, 
Worthy  such  noble  stem, 

Honor'd  and  bless'd  in  their  shadow  might  grow! 
Loud  should  Clan-Alpine  then 
Ring  from  her  deepmost  glen, 
1  Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhu,  ho!  ieroe! 

THE  ROSE  OF  ALLANDALE. 

THE  morn  was  fair,  the  skies  were  clear, 

No  breath  came  o'er  the  sea, 
When  Mary  left  her  Highland  cot, 

And  wander'd  forth  with  me; 
Though  flowers  deck'd  the  mountain's  side 

And  fragrance  fill'd  the  vale, 
By  far  the  sweetest  flower  there 

Was  the  Rose  of  Allandale. 

Where'er  I  wander'd,  east  or  west, 

Though  fate  began  to  lour, 
A  solace  still  was  she  to  me 

In  sorrow's  lonely  hour: 
When  tempests  lash'd  our  gallant  bark 

And  rent  her  shiv'ring  sail, 
One  maiden  form  withstood  the  storm — 

Twas  the  Rose  of  Allandale. 

And  when  my  fever'd  lips  were  parch'd, 
On  AfHc's  burning  sand, 
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She  whisper'd  hopes  of  happiness 
And  tales  of  distant  land: 

My  life  had  been  a  wilderness, 
Unblest  by  fortune's  gale, 

Had  not  fate  link'd  my  lot  to  hers—- 
The Rose  of  Allandale. 


THE  BRAES  OF  BALQUITHER, 

LET  us  go,  lassie,  go 

To  the  Braes  of  Balquither, 
Where  the  blue-berries  grow 

'Mong  bonnie  Highland  heathery 
Where  the  deer  and  the  rae, 

Lightly  bounding  together, 
Sport  the  lang  summer  day 

On  the  braes  of  Balquither. 

I  will  twine  thee  a  bow'r, 

By  the  clear  siller  fountain, 
And  I'll  cover  it  o'er 

Wi'  the  flow'rs  o'  the  mountain, 
I  will  range  through  the  wilds, 

And  the  deep  glens  sae  dreary, 
And  return  wi'  their  spoils 

To  the  bow'r  o'  my  dearie. 

When  the  rude  wintry  win' 

Idly  raves  round  our  dwelling, 
And  the  roar  of  the  linn 

On  the  night  breeze  is  swelling, 
So  merrily  we'll  sing 

As  the  storm  rattles  o'er  us, 
Till  the  dear  sheeling  ring 

Wi'  the  light  lilting  chorus. 

Now  the  summer  is  in  prime 

Wi'  the  flow'rs  richly  blooming, 
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And  the  wild  mountain  thyme, 
A'  the  moorland  perfuming! 

To  our  dear  native  scenes 
Let  us  journey  together, 

Where  glad  innocence  reigns 
'Mang  the  braes  of  Balquither. 


BONNIE   DOON. 

YE  banks  and  braes  o'  bonnie  Boon, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair? 
How  can  ve  chant,  ye  little  birds, 

And  I  sae  weary  fu'  o'  care? 
Thou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bird, 

That  wanton'st  through  the  flow'ry  thorn; 
Thou  mind'st  me  of  departed  joys, 

Departed  never  to  return. 

Oft  have  I  rov'd  by  bonnie  Doon, 

To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine; 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  love, 

And  fondly  sae  did  I  o'  mine; 
Wi'  lightsome  heart,  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Fu'  sweet  upon  it?  thorny  tree, 
And  my  fause  lover  staw  my  rose, 

But  ah!  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


ROY'S  WIFE. 

ROY'S  wife  of  Aldivalloch, 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch; 
Wai  ye  how  she  cheated  me, 

As  I  came  o'er  the  braes  of  Balloch. 

She  vow'd,  she  swore  she  wad  be  mine, 
She  said  that  she  lov'd  me  best  of  ony; 
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But  oh  the  fickle,  faithless  quean, 

She's  ta'en  the  carl  and  left  her  Johnny. 
Roy's  wife,  &c, 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch, 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch; 
Wat  ye  how  she  cheated  me, 

As  I  came  o'er  the  braes  of  Balloch. 
O  she  was  a  canty  quean, 

And  weel  could  dance  the  Highland  walloch 
How  happy  I,  had  she  been  mine, 

Or  I'd  been  Roy  of  Aldivalloch. 
Roy's  wife,  &c. 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch, 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch; 
Wat  ye  how  she  cheated  me, 

As  I  came  o'er  the  braes  of  Balloch. 
Her  hair  sae  fair,  her  e'en  sae  clear, 

Her  wee  bit  mou',  sae  sweet  and  bonny, 
To  me  she  ever  will  be  dear, 

Tho'  she's  forever  left  her  Johnny. 
Roy's  wife,  &c. 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch, 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch; 
Wat  ye  how  she  cheated  me, 

As  I  came  o'er  the  braes  of  Balloch. 
But  Roy's  age  is  three  times  mine, 

I  think  his  days  will  nae  be  mony, 
And  when  the  carl's  dead  and  gane, 

She'H,  may  be,  rue  and  tak'  her  Johnny. 
Roy's  wife,  &c. 


JESSIE,  THE  FLOWER  0'  DUMB!  ANE. 

THE  sun  has  gane  down  o'er  the  lofty  Benl  tmond, 
And  left  the  red  clouds  to  preside  o'er  the  scene, 
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While  lanely  I  stray  in  the  calm  simmer  gloaming, 

To  muse  on  sweet  Jessie,  the  flow'r  o'  Dumblane. 
How  sweet  is  the  brier  wi'  its  saft  faulding  blossom, 

And  sweet  is  the  birk  wi'  its  mantle  o'  green, 
Yet  sweeter  an'  fairer  an'  dear  to  my  bosom, 
Is  lovely  young  Jessie,  the  flow'r  o'  Dumblane, 
Is  lovely  young  Jessie,  is  lovely  young  Jessie, 
Is  lovely  young  Jessie,  the  flow'r  o'  Dumblane. 

She's  modest  as  ony,  an'  blyth  as  she's  bonny, 

For  guileless  simplicity  marks  her  its  ain, 
An'  far  be  the  villain  divested  o'  feeling, 

Wha'd  blight  in  its  blossom  the  sweet  flow'r  o'  Dum- 
blane. 
Sing  on,  thou  sweet  Mavis,  thy  hymn  to  the  e'ening, 

Thou'rt  dear  to  the  echoes  o'  Calderwood  glen, 
Sae  dear  to  this  bossom,  sae  artless  and  winning, 

Is  charming  young  Jessie,  the  flow'r  o'  Dumblane. 

How  lost  were  my  days,  till  I  met  wi'  my  Jessie, 

The  sports  o'  the  city  seem'd  foolish  and  vain, 
I  ne'er  saw  a  nymph  I  would  ca'  my  dear  lassie, 

Till  charm'd  wi'  sweet  Jessie,  the  flow'r  o'  Dum- 
blane, 
Tho'  mine  were  the  station  o'  loftiest  grandeur, 

Amidst  its  profusion  I'd  languish  in  pain, 
An'  reckon  as  naething  the  height  o'  its  splendor, 

If  wanting  sweet  Jessie,  the  flow'r  o'  Dumblane. 

THE  LANDING  OF  ROYAL  CHARLIE. 

THERE'S  ne\vj  from  Moidart  cam'  yestreen, 

Will  soon  gar  mony  farlie, 
For  ships  of  war  hae  just  come  in, 
And  landed  Royal  Charlie; 
Come  thro'  the  heather, 
Around  him  gither, 
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Ye're  a*  the  welcomer  early; 

Come  round  him  cling, 

Wi'  a'  yer  kin, 
For  wha'll  be  king  but  Charlie? 

Come  thro'  the  heather, 

Around  him  gither, 
Come  Ronald,  come  Donald, 

Come  a'  the  gither, 

An'  crown  your  rightful  lawful  king, 
For  wha'll  be  king  but  Charlie? 

The  highland  clans  wi'  sword  in  hand, 
Frae  John  o'  Groats  to  Airly, 

Hae  to  a  man  declar'd  to  stand 
Or  fa'  wi'  Royal  Charlie? 

Come  thro'  the  heather,  &c. 

There's  ne'er  a  lass  in  a'  the  land, 
But  vows  baith  late  an'  early, 

To  man  she 'ell  ne'er  gie  heart  or  hand, 
Wha  wadna  fight  for  Charlie, 

Come  thro'  the  heather,  &c. 

The  lowland  a'  baith  great  and  sma', 
Wi'  mony  a  lord  an'  laird  hae, 

Declar'd  for  Scotia's  king  an'  law, 
An'  speir  ye  wha  but  Charlie. 

Come  thro'  the  heather,'  &c. 

Then  here's  a  health  to  Charlie's  cause, 
An'  be't  complete  an'  early, 

His  very  name  our  hearts'  blood  warms, 
To  arm  for  Royal  Charlie. 

Come  thro'  the  heather,  &o 
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HEY  THE  BONNY  BREAST  KNOTS. 

HEY  the  bonnie,  ho  the  bonnie, 
Hey  the  bonnie  breast  knots; 
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Blithe  and  bonnie  were  they  all 
When  they  put  on  the  breast  knots. 
There  was  a  bridal  in  our  town, 
For  ilka  lass  there  was  a  loon, 
Some  wore  black  and  some  wore  brown 
But  ilk  ane  had  a  breast  knot. 
Hey  the  bonnie,  &c. 

A  sonsie  lass  wi'  raven  hair, 
Cam'  wi'  a  knot  like  lily  fair; 
Gart  mony  hearts  that  hour  feel  sair, 
For  ilk  ane  lo'e'd  her  breast  knot. 
The  bride  a  knot  kept  tae  hersel! 
Its  color  she  alone  could  tell, 
Wha  had  the  like  wad  bear  the  bell, 
And  ha'  a  Jo,  and  a  breast  knot. 
Hey  the  bonnie,  &c. 

It  was  nae  black,  it  was  nae  blue, 

It  had  nae  sic  unseemly  hue; 

But  it  was  white,  I  tell  you  true, 

A  braw  bonnie  breast  knot. 

Ane  had  the  knot  that  like  to  me, 

Inspired  all  hearts  with  mirth  and  glee; 

Farewell!  kind  friends  and  thanks  to  ye, 

That  loe  sae  weel  my  breast  knots. 

Hey  the  bonnie,  ho  the  bonnie, 
Hey  the  bonnie  breast  knots, 
Blithe  and  bonnie  were  they  all 
When  they  put  on  the  breast  knota 

OH!  SAW  YE  THE  LASS. 

O  SAW  ye  the  lass  wi*  the  bonnie  blue  een? 
Her  smile  is  the  sweetest  that  ever  was  seen, 
Her  cheek  like  the  rose  is,  but  fresher  I  ween; 
She's  the  loveliest  lassie  that  trips  on  the  green. 
The  home  of  my  love  is  below  in  the  valley, 
Where  wild  flowers  welcome  the  wandering  bee; 
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But  the  sweetest  of  flowers  in  that  spot  that  is  seen, 
la  the  maid  that  I  love  wi'  the  bonnie  blue  een. 

O  saw  ye  the  lass,  &c. 

When  night  overshadows  her  cot  in  the  glen, 
She'll  steal  out  to  meet  her  loved  Donald  again; 
And  when  the  moon  shines  on  the  valley  so  green, 
I'll  welcome  the  lass  wi'  the  bonnie  blue  een. 
As  the  dove  that  has  wandered  away  from  his  nest, 
Returns  to  the  mate  his  fond  heart  loves  the  best, 
I'll  fly  from  the  world's  false  and  vanishing  scene, 
To  my  dear  one,  the  lass  wi'  the  bonnie  blue  een. 
0  saw  ye  the  lass,  &c. 


LET  US  HASTE  TO   KELVIN  GROVE. 

LET  us  haste  to  Kelvin  grove,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
Through  its  mazes  let  us  rove,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
Where  the  rose  in  all  its  pride, 
Paints  the  hollow  dingle  side, 
Where  the  midnight  fairies  glide,  bonnie  lassie,  O. 

We  will  wander  by  the  mill,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
To  the  cove,  beside  the  rill,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 

Where  the  glens  rebound  the  call 

Of  the  lofty  water-fall, 
Through  the  mountain's  rocky  hall,  bonnie  lassie,  O. 

Then  we'll  up  to  yonder  glade,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
Where  so  oft  beneath  its  shade,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
With  the  songsters  in  the  grove, 
We  have  told  our  tale  of  love, 
And  have  sportive  garlands  wove,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 

But  I  soon  must  bid  adieu,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
To  this  fairy  scene  and  you,  bonnie  lassie,  0, 
To  the  streamlet  winding  clear, 
To  the  fragrant  scented  briar, 
Even  to  thee  of  all  most  dear,  bcnnie  lassie,  O 
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And  when  on  a  distant  shore,  bonnie  lassie,  0, 
Should  I  fall  'midst  battle's  roar,  bonnie  lassie,  Ot 

Wilt  thou,  Ellen,  when  you  hear 

Of  thy  lover  on  his  bier, 
To  his  mem'ry  shed  a  tear,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 

MY  BONNIE  LASS. 
TUNE—"  Who'll  be  king  but  Charlie." 
MY  bonnie  lass,  now  turn  to  me, 

And  gie  a  smile  to  cheer  me, 
An  honest  heart  I'll  gie  to  thee, 
For  in  truth  I  love  thee  dearly. 

Come,  o'er  the  heather  we'll  trip  together, 

All  in  the  morning  early, 

With  heart  and  hand,  I'll  by  thee  stand, 

For  in  truth  I  love  thee  dearly. 

Come,  o'er  the  heather  we'll  trip  together, 

I  heed  neither  mother  nor  father  nor  brother 

With  heart  and  hand,  I'll  by  thee  stand, 

For  in  truth  I  love  thee  dearly. 

There's  many  a  lass  I  love  full  well, 

And  many  who  love  me  dearly, 
But  there's  ne'er  a  one,  except  thysel', 

That  I  e'er  could  love  sincerely. 
Come  o'er  the  heather,  &c. 

BRUCE'S  ADDRESS. 

SCOTS,  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled? 
Scots,  whom  Bruce  has  aften  led! 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed, 

Or  to  glorious  victory! 
Novv's  the  day,  and  novv's  the  hour! 
See  the  front  of  battle  low'r! 
Pee  approach  proud  Edward's  povvV 

Ed  word!  chains  and  slavery! 
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Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave? 
Wha  can  fill  a  coward's  grave? 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  slave? 

Traitor!  coward!  turn  and  flee. 
Wha  for  Scotland's  king  and  law 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw? 
Freeman  stand,  or  freeman  fa', 

Caledonian!  on  wi'  me. 

By  Oppression's  woes  and  pains! 
By  your  sons  in  servile  chains! 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins, 

But  they  shall  be,  shall  be  free. 
Lay  the  proud  usurpers  low! 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe! 
Liberty's  in  every  blow! 

Forward!  let  us  do  or  die! 


TELL  ME,  ARE  YE  SLEEPIN'  MAGGIE? 

TUNE— "  Roy's  wife." 
TEI.L  me,  are  ye  sleepin',  Maggie? 

Tell  me,  are  ye  sleepin',  Maggie? 
Let  me  in,  for  loud  the  linn 

Is  roarin'  o'er  the  warlock  craigie! 
Mirk  and  rainy  is  the  night, 

No  a  starn  in  a'  the  carie, 
Lightnings  gleam  athwart  the  lift: 

And  winds  drive  on  wi'  winter's  fury. 
Tell  me,  &c. 

Fearfu'  soughs  the  boor-tree  bank, 

The  rifted  wood  roars  wild  and  drearie, 

Loud  the  iron  yett  does  clank, 
And  cry  o'  howlets  make  me  eerie. 
Tell  me,  &c. 
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Aboon  my  breath  I  daurna  speak, 

For  fear  I  rise  your  waukrife  daddy; 
Cauld's  the  blast  upon  my  cheek; 

O  rise,  rise  my  bonny  lady. 
Tell  me,  &c. 
She  op't  the  door,  she  let  him, 

He  cuist  aside  his  dreepin'  plaidie; 
*  Blaw  your  warst,  ye  rain  and  win', 

Since  Maggie,  now  I'm  in  aside  ye.' 


COMIN'  THRO'  THE  RYE. 
IF  a  body  meet  a  body  comin'  through  the  rye; 
If  a  body  kiss  a  body,  need  a  body  cry? 
Ev'ry  lassie  has  her  laddie, 
Nane,  they  say,  ha'e  I; 
Yet  a'  the  lads  they  smile  at  me, 
When  comin'  through -the  rye. 
Amang  the  train  there  is  a  swain 

I  dearly  lo'e  mysel'; 
But  where's  his  hame,  or  what's  his  name, 

I  dinna  care  to  tell. 

If  a  body  meet  a  body  comin'  frae  the  town, 
If  a  body  greet  a  body,  need  a  body  frown?1 
Ev'ry  lassie  has  her  laddie, 
Nane,  they  say,  ha'e  I; 
Yet  a'  the  lads  they  smile  at  me, 
When  comin'  through  the  rye. 
An  eng  the  train  there  is  a  swain 

1  dearly  lo'e  mysel'; 

But  where's  his  hame,  or  what's  his  name, 
1  iinna  care  to  tell. 


ROB  ROY  MACGREGOR. 
TUNE— "  Dunean  Gray." 
PARDON  now  the  bold  outlaw, 
KOD  lloy  Macgregor,  0! 
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Grant  him  mercy,  gentles  a', 

Rob  Roy  Macgregor,  0, 
Let  your  hands  and  hearts  agree, 
Set  the  Highland  laddie  free, 
Make  us  sing  wi'  muckle  glee, 

Rob  Roy  Macgregor,  0 ! 

Long  the  state  has  doom'd  his  fa', 

Rob  Roy  Macgregor,  O! 
Still  he  spurned  the  hatefu'  law, 

Rob  Roy  Macgregor,  O! 
Scots  can  for  their  country  die; 
Ne'er  for  Britain's  foes  they  flee, 
A'  that's  past  forget — forgi'e, 

Rob  Roy  Macgregor,  0! 

Scotland's  fear  and  Scotland's  pride, 

Rob  Roy  Macgregor,  O! 
Your  award  must  now  abide, 

Rob  Roy  Macgregor,  O! 
Lang  your  favors  hae  been  mine, 
Favors  I  will  ne'er  resign, 
Welcome  then  for  auld  lang  syne, 

Rob  Roy  Macgregor,  O! 

BLUE  BONNETS  OVER  THE  BORDER. 

MARCH,  march,  Ettrick  and  Teviotdale, 

Why,  my  lads,  dinna  ye  march  forward  in  order? 
March,  march,  Eskdale  and  Liddesdale, 

All  the  blue  bonnets  are  over  the  border. 
Many  a  banner  spread,  flutters  above  your  head: 

Many  a  crest  that  is  famous  in  story, 
Mount  and  make  ready  then,  sons  of  the  mountain 
glen, 

Fight  for  your  Queen  and  the  old  Scottish  glory. 
3* 
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Come  from  the  hills  where  our  hirsels  are  grazing, 

Come  from  the  glen  of  the  buck  and  the  roe, 
Come  to  the  crag  where  the  beacon  is  blazing; 

Come  with  the  buckler,  the  lance,  and  the  bow. 
Trumpets  are  sounding,  war-steeds  are  bounding; 

Stand  to  your  arms,  and  march  in  good  order; 
England  shall  many  a  day  tell  of  the  bloody  fray, 

When  the  blue  bonnets  came  over  the  border. 


COME  O'ER  THE  STREAM  CHARLIE. 

COME  o'er  the   stream   Charlie,  dear  Charlie,  brave 

Charlie, 

Come  o'er  the  stream  Charlie,  and  dine  \vi*  M'lean, 
And  though  you  be  weary,  we'll  make  your  heart 

cheery, 
And  welcome  our  Charlie  and  his  royal  train. 

We'll  bring  down  the  track-deer,  we'll  bring  down  the 
black  steer, 

The  lamb  from  the  break,  an'  the  doe  from  the  glen, 
The  salt  sea  we'll  harry,  and  bring  to  our  Charlie 

The  cream  from  the  boothy  and  curd  from  the  pen. 

And  you  shall  drink  freely  the  dews  of  Glen-cheerly, 
That  stream  in  the  star-light  when  kings  do  not  ken; 

And  deep  shall  your  meed  be  of  wine  that  is  ruddy, 
To  drink  to  your  sire,  and  his  friend  the  M'lean. 

If  aught  will  invite  you,  or  more  will  delight  you, 
'Tis  ready, — a  troop  of  our  bold  highland  men 

Shall  range  o'er  the  heather,  with  bonnet  and  feather, 
Strong  arms  and  broad  claymores,  three  hundred  and 
ten. 

THIS  LOVE— HOW  IT  PLAGUES  ME. 

THIS  love  how  it  plagues  me,  young  Ellen  did  say, 
As  she  sat  at  her  wheel  on  a  fine  summer's  day; 
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Before  I  saw  Sandy  I  rose  with  the  lark, 
And  as  merrily  sang  frae  the  morning  till  dark; 
But  now  when  I'm  singing,  he  comes  in  my  mind, 
Tho'  he's  neither  before  me,  nor  yet  is  behind: 

0  love  do  you  plague  ilka  body  like  me, 
For  Sandy  ne'er  promised  a  lover  to  be? 

Wi'  me  at  the  gloaming  we've  wander 'd  alane, 
And  at  kirk,  and  at  market,  wi'  me  he  has  gane; 
He  speaks  not  of  love  but  he's  blithe  when  we  meet; 
Nor  allows  me  to  pass  unobserv'd  in  the  street. 
Be  still  then  my  heart,  let  my  wheel  go  its  round, 
For  mother  will  wonder  what's  come  o'  thy  sound; 

1  needna  be  jealous,  for  why  should  I  be, 
Since  Sandy  ne'er  promised  his  true  love  to  me. 

While  Ellen  was  musing  the  door  it  flew  wide: 
In  a  moment  young  Sandy  was  down  by  her  side; 
I'm  come  my  dear  Ellen,  you  mauna  say  nay, 
To  ask  you  to  wed  me,  and  Tuesday's  the  day; 
Your  mother's  consented,  0  now  my  love  speak,— 
Yet  she  said  not  a  word,  and  pale  grew  her  cheek; 
At  length  with  a  smile,  and  the  tear  in  her  e'e, 
She  clung  to  his  bosom  and  said  *  it  will  be.' 

THE  BANNER  OF  BLUE. 

STRIKE  up!  strike  up!    strike  up!  Scottish  minstrelf 
so  gay, 

Tell  of  Wallace,  that  brave  warlike  man; 
Sing  also  of  Bruce — your  banners  display, 

While  each  chief  leads  on  his  bold  clan. 
Here's  success,  Caledonia  to  thee; 

To  the  sons  of  the  thistle  so  true, 
Then  march!  gaily  march!  so  cantie  and  free, 

There's  none  like  the  banners  so  blue. 
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Marcn  on.  march    on!  march  on!  to  the  brazen  trum- 
pet's sound, 

How  quickly  in  battle,  in  battle  array; 
Each  brave  Highland  chief  assembles  his  men, 

And  they  march  to  the  bagpipes  so  gay. 
Heie's  success,  Caledonia,  to  thee, 

To  the  sons  of  the  thistle  so  true; 
Then  march!  gaily  march!  so  cantie  and  free, 

There's  none  like  the  banners  so  blue. 


AULD  ROBIN  GRAY. 

YOUNG  Jamie  lov'd  me    weel,  and  ask'd  me  for  hii 

bride, 

But  saving  a  crown,  he  had  naithing  else  beside; 
To  make  a  crown  a  pound,  my  Jarnie  went  to  sea, 
And  the  crown  and  the  pound  were  baith  for  me. 
He  had  nae  been  gane  but  a  year  and  a  day, 
When  rny  faither  brake  his  arm  and  our  cow  was  stole 

away; 

My  mither  she  fell  sick,  and  Jamie  at  the  sea, 
And  auld  Robin  Gray  came  a  courting  to  me. 

My  faither  cou'd  na  wark,  and  my  mither  cou'd  na  spin, 
I  toil'd  day  and  night,  but  their  bread  I  cou'd  na  win, 
Auld  Robin  fed  'em  baith,  and  wi'  tears  in  his  ee, 
Said  Jeanny  for  their  sakes  oh  marry  me; 
My  heart  it  fast  hae,  and  I  look'd  for  Jamie  back, 
But  the  wind  it  blew  hard,  and  his  ship  was  a  wrack, 
His  ship  was  a  wrack,  why  did  na  Jeanny  dee, 
And  why  was  she  spar'd  to  cry  wac's  me 

My  faither  urg'd  me  fair,  and  my  mither  did  na  speak, 
But  she   look'd  in  my  face  till  my  heart  was  like  t«r 

break, 

They  gi'ed  him  my  hand,  tho'  my  heart  was  at  sea, 
And  Auld  Robin  Gray  is  gude-man  to  me; 
1  '^ad  na  been  a  wife  but  weeks  only  four, 
Wnan  sitting  sae  mournfully  out  my  ain  door, 
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I  saw  my  Jamie  s  wraith,  for  I  cou'd  na  think  it  he, 
'Till  he  said  I'm  come  hame,  love,  to  marry  thee. 

Sair,  sair  did  we  greet,  and  mickle  did  we  say, 
We  took  but  ane  kiss,  and  we  tore  ourselves  away, 
I  wish  I  was  dead,  but  I'm  na  like  to  dee, 

0  why  was  I  born  to  say  wae's  me; 

1  gang  like  a  ghaist,  and  I  care  na  to  spin, 

I  dare  na  think  of  Jamie  for  that  wou'd  be  a  sin, 
So  I  will  do  my  best  a  gude  wife  to  be, 
For  Auld  Robin  Gray  is  very  kind  to  me. 


A  HIGHLAND  LAD. 

A  HIGHLAND  lad  my  love  was  born, 
The  lowland  laws  he  held  in  scorn, 
But  he  still  was  faithful  to  his  clan. 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highiand  man, 
Sing  hey  my  braw  John  Highland  man, 
Sing  ho  my  braw  John  Highland  man, 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a'  the  clan, 
Can  match  we  my  braw  Highland  man. 

With  his  bonnet  blue  and  tartan  plaid, 
And  good  claymore  down  by  his  side, 
The  ladies'  hearts  he  did  trepan, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highland  man, 
Sing  hey  my  braw  John  Highland  man, 
Sing  ho  my  braw  John  Highland  man, 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a'  the  clan, 
Can  match  we  my  braw  Highland  man. 


DRAW  THE  SWORD,  SCOTLAND. 

DRAW  the  sword,  Scotland,  Scotland,  Scotland! 

Over  mountain  and  moor  hath  passed  the  war-sign 
The  pibroch  js  pealing,  pealing,  pealing, 

Who  heeds  not  the  summons  is  nae  son  o'  thine. 
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The  clans  they  are  gath'ring,  gath'ring,  gath'ring, 

The  clans  they  are  gath'ring  by  loch  and  by  lea; 
The  banners  they  are  flying,  flying,  flying, 

The  banners  they  are  flying  that  lead  to  victory. 
Draw  the  sword,  Scotland,  Scotland,  Scotland! 

Charge  as  ye've  charged  in  the  days  o'  lang  syne; 
Sound  to  the  onset,  the  onset,  the  onset, 

He  who  but  falters  is  nae  son  o'  thine. 

Sheathe  the  sword,  Scotland,  Scotland,  Scotland! 

Sheathe  the  sword,  Scotland,  for  dimmed  is  its  shim 
The  foernen  are  fleeing,  fleeing,  fleeing, 

And  wha  ken  nae  mercy  is  nae  son  o'  thine! 
The  struggle  is  over,  over,  over, 

The  struggle  is  over! — the  victory  won! — 
There  are  tears  for  the  fallen,  the  fallen,  the  fallen, 

And  glory  for  all  who  their  duty  have  done! 
Sheathe  the  sword,  Scotland,  Scotland,  Scotland! 

With  thy  loved  thistle  new  laurels  entwine; 
Time  shall  ne'er  part  them,  part  them,  part  them, 

But  hand  down  the  garland  to  each  son  o'  thine, 


GOOD  NIGHT,  AN'  JOY  BE  WP  YOU  A'. 

GOOD  night,  and  joy  be  wi'  you  a'; 

Your  harmless  mirth  has  cheer'd  my  heart; 
May  life's  fell  blasts  out  o'er  ye  blavv; 

In  sorrow  may  ye  never  part! 
My  spirit  lives,  but  strength  is  gone; 

The  mountain  fires  now  blaze  in  vain: 
Remember,  sons,  the  deeds  I've  done, 

And  in  your  deeds  I'll  live  again! 

When  on  your  muir  our  gallant  clan 
Frae  boasting  foes  their  banners  tore, 

Wha  show'd  himself  a  better  man, 
Or  fiercer  wav'd  the  red  claymore? 

But  when  in  peace — then  mark  me  there — 
When  through  the  glen  the  wand'rer  came. 
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I  gave  him  of  our  lordly  fare, 

1  gave  him  here  a  welcome  hame. 

The  auld  will  speak,  the  young  maun  hear; 

Be  cantie,  but  be  good  and  leal; 
Your  ain  ills  ay  hae  heart  to  bear, 

Anither's  ay  hae  heart  to  feel. 
So  ere  I  set,  I'll  see  you  shine, 

I'll  see  you  triumph  ere  I  fa'; 
My  parting  breath  shall  boast  you  mine — 

Good  night,  and  joy  be  wi'  ye  a'. 

I  GAED  A  WAEFIT  GATE  YESTREEN, 

I  GAED  a  waefu' gate  yestreen, 

A  gate,  I  fear,  I'll  dearly  rue; 
I  gat  my  death  frae  twa  sweet  een, 

Twa  lovely  een  o'  bonnie  blue. 
Twas  not  her  golden  ringlets  bright, 

Her  lips  like  roses  wat  wi'  dew, 
Her  heaving  bosom,  lily  white, 

It  was  her  een  sae  bonnie  blue. 

She  talked,  she  smiled,  my  heart  she  wiled, 

She  charmed  my  soul,  I  wistna  how; 
And  aye  the  stound,  the  deadly  wound, 

Cam  frae  her  een  sae  bonnie  blue. 
But  spare  to  speak,  and  spare  to  speed, 

She'll  aiblins  listen  to  my  vow; 
Should  she  refuse  I'll  lay  my  dead 

To  her  twa  een  sae  bonnie  blue. 


LOCH-NA-GARR. 

iwAT  ye  gay  landscapes,  ye  gardens  of  rosca, 
In  you  let  the  minions  of  luxury  rove; 
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Restore  me  the  rock  where  the  snow  flake  reposes, 
For  still  they  are  sacred  to  freedom  and  love. 

Yet,  Caledonia,  dear  are  thy  mountains, 

Round  their  white  summits  tho'  elements  war, 

Tho'  cataracts  foam,  'stead  of  smooth  flowing  foui* 

tains, 
I  sigh  for  the  valley  of  dark  Loch-na-garr. 

Ah!  there  my  young  footings  in  infancy  wander 'd; 

My  cap  was  the  bonnet,  my  cloak  was  the  plaid; 
On  chieftains  long  perish'd  my  memory  ponder'd, 

As  daily  I  stray 'd  through  the  pine-cover 'd  glade. 
I  sought  not  my  home  till  the  day's  dying  glory 
Gave  place  to  the  rays  of  the  bright  polar  star, 
For  fancy  was  cheer'd  by  traditional  story 

Disclos'd  by  the  natives  of  dark  Loch-na-garr. 

Shades  of  the  dead!  have  I  not  heard  your  voices 

Rise  on  the  night-rolling  breath  of  the  gale? 
Surely  the  soul  of  the  hero    rejoices, 

And  rides  on  the  wind,  o'er  his  own  Highland  dale 
Round  Loch-na-garr,  whilst  the  stormy  mist  gathers, 

Winter  presides  in  his  cold  icy  car: 
Clouds  there  encircle  the  forms  of  my  fathers, 

They  dwell  'm;d  the  tempests  of  dark  Loch-na-garr 

111  starr'd,  though  brave,  did  vision  foreboding, 

Tell  you  that  fafo  had  forsaken  your  cause? 
Ah!   where   you  designed  to  die  at  Culloden, 

Victory  crown'd  not  your  fall  with  applause 
Still   were  you  happy  in  death's  early  slumber. 

You  rest   with  your  clan  in  the  caves  of  Braemar, 
The   p  broch  resounds  to  the  piper's  bold  number, 

Your  deeds  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch-na-garr. 

Years  have  roll'd   on,  Loch-na-garr,  since  I  left  you, 
Years  must  elapse  ere  I  tread  you  again, 

Nature  of  verdure  and  flow'rs  has  bereft  you; 
Yet  still  you  are  dearer  than  Albion's  plain. 
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England,  thy  beauties  are  tame  and  domestic, 
To  one  who  has  roam'd  on  the  mountains  afar, 

0,  for  the  crags  that  are  wild  and  majestic, 

The  steep  frowning  glories  of  dark  Loch-na-garr. 


MARY'S  DREAM. 

THE  lovely  moon  had  climbed  the  hill 

Where  eagles  big  aboon  the  Dee, 
And  like  the  looks  of  a  lovely  dame, 

Brought  joy  to  every  body's  ee; 
A'  but  sweet  Mary,  deep  in  sleep, 

Her  thoughts  on  Sandie  far  at  sea; 
A  voice  drapt  saftly  on  her  ear, 

*  Sweet  Mary,  weep  nae  rnair  for  me!' 

She  lifted  up  her  waukening  een, 

To  see  from  whence  the  voice  might  be, 
And  there  she  saw  her  Sandie  stand, 

Pale,  bending  on  her  hallow  ee! 
•O  Mary  dear,  lament  nae  mair, 

I'm  in  death's  thraws  below  the  sea; 
Thy  weeping  makes  me  sad  in  bliss 

Sae,  Mary,  weep  nae  mair  for  me! 

'  The  wind  slept  when  we  left  the  bay, 

But  soon  it  waked  and  raised  the  main, 
And  God  he  bore  us  down  the  deep, 

Who  strave  wi'  him  but  strave  in  vain! 
He  stretch 'd  h'.s  arm,  and  took  me  up, 

Tho'  laith  I  was  to  gang  but  thee: 
I  look  frae  heaven  aboon  the  storm, 

Sae,  Mary,  weep  nae  mair  for  me! 

« Take  aff  thae  bride  sheets  frae  thy  bed 
Which  thou  hast  faulded  down  for  me; 

Unrobe  thee  of  thy  earthly  stole — 
I'll  meet  wi'  thee  in  heaven  h»» 

E 
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Three  times  the  gray  cock  flapt  his  wing, 
To  mark  the  morning  lift  her  ee, 

And  thrice  the  passing  spirit  said, 

'  Sweet  Mary,  weep  nae  mair  for  me!' 


THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DEE. 

TUNE — «  Langolee.' 
'  Twas  summer  and  saftly  the  breezes  were  blowing 

And  sweetly  the  nightingale  sung  from  the  tree; 
At  the  foot  of  a  rock  where  the  river  is  flowing, 

I  sat  myself  down  on  the  banks  of  the  Dee. 
Flow  on,  lovely  Dee,  flow  on  thou  sweet  river, 
Thy  banks,  purest  stream,  shall  be  dear  to  me  ever, 
For  there  I  first  gain'd  the  affection  and  favor 

Of  Jamie,  the  glory  and  pride  of  the  Dee. 

But  now  he's  gone  from  me,  and  left  me  thus  mourn, 
ing, 

To  quell  the  proud  rebels — for  valiant  is  he; 
And  ah!  there's  no  hopes  of  his  speedy  returning, 

To  wander  again  on  the  banks  of  the  Dee. 
He's  gone,  hapless  youth!  o'er  the  loud  roaring  bil 

lows, 

The  kindest  and  sweetest  of  all  the  gay  fellows: 
And  left  me  to  stray  'mongst  the  once  loved  willows, 

The  loneliest  maid  on  the  banks  of  the  Dee. 

~o*  time  and  my  prayers  may  perhaps  yet  restore  him 
Blest  peace  may  restore  my  dear  shepherd  to  me; 

%nd  when  he  returns,  with  such  care  I'll  watch   o'er 

him, 
He  never  shall  leave  the  sweet  banks  of  the  Dee. 

The  Dee  then  shall  flow,  all  its  beauties  displaying; 

The  Iambs  on  its  banks,  shall  again  be  seen  playing; 

While  I  with  my  Jamie  am  carelessly  straying, 
And  tasting  again  all  the  sweets  of  the  Dee. 
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SOUND,  PIBROCH,  SOUND. 
TUNE — '  Eiridh  na  Finnacha   Gaelach.' 
SOUND,  Pibroch,  sound!  on  each  flame  lighted  scaur, 
The  red  beacon  waves  its  glad  summons  to  war; 
Too  long  has  old  Albin  been  bow'd  to  the  yoke, 
Too  long  ere  the  pride  of  the  tartan  awoke. 
Dun  Edin  shall  welcome  her  monarch  again, 
We  have  spurn'd  at  the  Saxon  and  trampled  the  chain 
Burst  forth  in  your  wrath,  and  the  fight  shall  be  won, 
Ere  the  echoes  return  to  the  roar  of  the  gun. 

Sound,  pibroch  sound!  with  thy  soul- stirring  peal, 
Call  the  men  of  Glenulin,  the  sons  of  Lochiel; 
Our  prince  is  among  us,  with  claymore  and  plaid, 
And  plaid  and  claymore  shall  stand  forth  to  his  aid. 
Come  down  like  your  torrents  full  flush'd  with  the  rain, 
Cry  your  war  cry  like  eagles  that  scream  o'er  the  slain, 
One  wild  day  of  battle,  one  rush  on  the  foe, 
And  the  traitors  shall  quail,  the  usurper  lie  low. 


THE  POOR  AND  HONEST  SODGER. 

WHEN  wild  war's  deadly  blast  was  blown, 

And  gentle  peace  returning, 
Wi'  mony  a  sweet  babe  fatherless, 

And  mony  a  widow  mourning; 
J  left  the  lines  and  tented  field, 

Where  lang  I'd  been  a  lodger, 
My  humble  knapsack  a'  my  wealth, 

A  poor  and  honest  sodger. 

A  leal  light  heart  was  in  my  breast, 
My  hand  unstain'd  wi'  plunder; 

And  for  fair  Scotia  hame  again 
I  cheery  on  did  wander. 

I  thought  upon  the  banks  o'  Coil, 
I  thought  upon  my  Nancy, 
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I  thought  upon  the  witching  smile 
That  caught  my  youthful  fancy. 

At  length  I  reach 'd  the  bonnie  glen, 

Where  early  life  I  sported; 
I  pass'd  the  mill,  and  trysting  thorn, 

Where  Nancy  afi  I  courted; 
Wha  spied  I  but  my  ain  dear  maid 

Down  by  her  mother's  dwelling; 
And  turn'd  me  round  to  hide  the  flood 

That  in  my  een  was  swelling. 

Wi*  alter'd  voice,  quoth  I,  sweet  lass, 

Sweet  as  yon  hawthorn's  blossom, 
O!  happy,  happy  may  he  be, 

That's  dearest  to  thy  bosom! 
My  purse  is  light,  I've  far  to  gang, 

And  fain  wad  be  thy  lodger; 
I've  serv'd  my  king  and  country  lang; 

Take  pity  on  a  sodger. 

Sae  wistfully  she  gaz'd  on  me, 
And  lovelier  was  than  ever; 

Q,uo'  she,  a  sodger  ance  I  lo'ed, 
Forget  him  shall  I  never; 

Our  humble  cot  and  hamely  fare, 
Ye  freely  shall  partake  it; 

That  gallant  badge,  the  dear  cockade, 
Ye're  welcome  for  the  sake  o't. 


She  gaz'd — she  redden'd  like  a 

Syne  pale  like  ony  lily, 
She  sunk  within  my  arms,  and  cried, 

Art  thou  my  ain  dear  Willie? 
By  him  who  made  yon  sun  and  sky, 

By  whom  true  love's  regarded, 
I  am  the  man;  and  thus  may  still 

True  lovers  be  rewarded. 
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The  wars  are  o'er,  and  I'm  come  hame, 

And  find  thee  still  true-hearted; 
Though  poor  in  gear,  we're  rich  in  love, 

And  mair  we'se  ne'er  be  parted. 
Quo'  she,  my  grandsire  left  me  gowd, 

A  mailen  plenish'd  fairly; 
And  come,  my  faithful  sodger  lad, 

Thou'rt  welcome  to  it  dearly! 

For  gold  the  merchant  ploughs  the  main, 

The  farmer  ploughs  the  manor; 
But  glory  is  the  sodger's  prize; 

The  sodger's  wealth  is  honor; 
The  brave  poor  sodger  ne'er  despise, 

Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger; 
Remember  he's  his  country's  stay 

In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 


SANDY  AND  JENNIE. 

?OME,  come,  bonnie  Lassie,  cried  Sandy,  awa, 
Whilst  mither  is  spinning,  and  father's  afa'; 
The  folks  are  at  work,  and  the  bairns  are  at  play, 
And  we  will  be  married,  dear  Jenny,  to  day. 

Stay,  stay,  bonnie  Laddie,  then  cried  I  with  speed, 
C  wo'na,  I  ma'na  go  with  you  indeed; 
Besides  should  I  do  so,  what  would  the  folks  say, 
So  we  canna  marry,  dear  Sandy,  to-day. 

List,  list  bonny  Lassie,  and  mind  what  you  do, 
For  Peggy  and  Patty  I  give  up  for  you; 
Besides  a  full  twelvemonth  we've  trifled  away, 
And  one  or  the  other  I'll  marry  to-day. 

Fie,  fie,  bonny  Laddie,  then  cried  I  again, 
For  Peggy  you  kiss'd  t'other  day  on  the  plain: 
Besides  a  new  ribbon  does  Patty  display, 
And  we  canna  marry,  dear  Sandy,  to-day. 
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0,  then,  a  good-bye,  bonnie  Lassie,  cried  he, 
For  Peggy  and  Patty  are  waiting  for  me; 
The  kirk  is  hard  by,  and  the  bell  calls  away, 
And  Peggy  or  Patty  I'll  marry  to  day. 

Stay,  stay,  bonnie  Laddie,  cried  I  with  a  smile, 
For  know  I  was  jesting,  indeed,  all  the  while; 
Let  Peggy  go  spin,  and  send  Patty  away, 
And  we  will  be  married,  dear  Sandy,  to-day. 

JOHN  ANDERSON  MY  JO. 

JOHN  Anderson  my  Jo,  John, 

When  nature  first  began 
To  try  her  canny  hand,  John, 

Her  masterwork  was  man; 
And  you  aboon  them  a'  John, 

So  trig  from  top  to  toe, 
She  prov'd  to  be  no  journey-work, 

John  Anderson  my  Jo. 

And  you  aboon  them  a',  &c. 

John  Anderson  my  Jo,  John, 

When  first  we  were  acquaint, 
Your  locks  were  like  the  sloe,  John, 

Your  bonny  brow  was  brent; 
But  now  your  brow  is  bald,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snow, 
Yet  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow, 

John  Anderson  my  Jo. 
But  now  your  brow,  &c, 

John  Anderson  my  Jo,  John, 

What  pleasure  'tis  to  see, 
The  young,  the  lively  brood,  John, 

Bred  up  'twixt  you  and  me. 
And  ilka  lad  and  lass,  John, 

In  our  footsteps  to  go, 
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Sure  makes  a  heaven  here  on  earth 
John  Anderson  my  Jo. 

And  ilka  lad  and  lass,  &c. 

John  Anderson  my  Jo,  John, 

Fates  up  and  down  we've  kent, 
Yet  aye  whate'er  our  lot,  John, 

Wo  with  it  were  content; 
And  that's  the  best  of  gear,  John, 

It  frae  us  ne'er  can  go, 
Tho'  goud  be  scant,  love  we'll  ne'er  wan  , 

John  Anderson  my  Jo. 

And  that's  the  best  o'  gear,  &c. 

John  Anderson  my  Jo,  John, 

Life's  hill  we  clam  thegither, 
And  mony  a  canty  day,  John, 

We've  had  wi'  ane  anither; 
But  now  we're  tott'ring  down,  John, 

So  hand  and  hand  we  go, 
And  we'll  sleep  thegither  at  the  fit, 

John  Anderson  my  Jo. 

But  now  we're  tott'ring  down,  &c. 

John  Anderson  my  Jo,  John, 

When  we  again  awake, 
Our  bairns  we  will  collect,  John, 

And  then  our  journey  take; 
For  hearts  devoid  of  guile,  John, 

Find  friends  where'er  they  go, 
And  seraphs  bright  shall  guide  us  right, 

John  Anderson  my  Jo. 

For  hearts  devoid  of  guile,  &c. 


71 


KATHARINE  OGIE. 

At  walking  forth  to  view  the  plain, 

Upon  a  morning  early, 
While  May's  sweet  scent  did  cheer  my  brain 

From  flow'rs  which  grew  so  rarely, 
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I  chanc'd  to  meet  a  pretty  maid, 
She  shin'd  though  it  was  fogie, 

I  ask'd  her  name;  Sweet  sir,  she  said, 
My  name  is  Kath'rine  Ogie. 

I  stood  awhile,  and  did  admire, 

To  see  a  nymph  so  stately; 
So  brisk  an  air  there  did  appear, 

In  a  country  maid  so  neatly, 
Such  natural  sweetness  she  display'd, 

Like  lilies  in  a  bogie; 
Diana's  self  was  ne'er  array 'd 

Like  this  same  Kath'rine  Ogie. 

Thou  flow'r  of  females,  Beautie's  queen, 

Who  sees  thee  sure  must  prize  thee, 
Though  ti»ou  art  drest  in  robes  but  mean., 

Yet  these  cannot  disguise  thee; 
Thy  handsome  air,  and  graceful  look, 

Far  excels  a  clownish  rogie; 
Thou'rt  match  for  laird,  or  lord,  or  duke, 

My  charming  Kath'rine  Ogie. 

0!  were  I  but  some  shepherd  swain, 

To  feed  my  flock  beside  thee; 
At  bughting-time  to  leave  the  plain, 

In  milking  to  abide  thee; 
I'd  think  myself  a  happier  man, 

With  Kate,  my  club  and  dogie; 
Than  he  that  hugs  his  thousands  ten, 

Had  I  but  Kath'rine  Ogie. 

Then  I'd  despise  the  imperial  throne, 

And  statesmen's  dang'rous  stations; 
I'd  be  no  king,  I'd  wear  no  crown, 

I'd  smile  at  conqu'ring  nations; 
Might  I  caress,  and  still  possess 

This  lass  of  whom  I'm  vogie; 
For  they  are  toys,  and  still  look  less, 

Compar'd  with  Kath'rine  Ogie. 
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But  I  fear  the  gods  have  not  decreed 

For  me  so  fine  a  creature; 
Whose  beauty  rare  makes  her  exceed 

All  other  works  in  nature. 
Clouds  of  despair  surround  my  love, 

That  are  both  dark  and  fogie; 
Pity  my  case,  ye  powers  above, 

Else  I  die  for  Kath'rine  Ogie. 

LOCHINVAR. 

O  YOUNG  Lochinvar  is  come  out  of  the  west, 
Through  all  the  wide  border  his  steed  was  the  best — 
And  save  his  good  broadsword  he  weapon  had  none, 
He  rode  all  unarmed,  and  he  rode  all  alone. 
So  faithful  in  love  and  so  dauntless  in  war, 
There  never  was  knight  like  the  young  Lochinvar. 

He  staid  not  for  brake,  and  stopp'd  not  for  stone, 
He  swam  the  Eske  river  where  ford  there  was  none 
But  ere  he  alighted  at  Netherby  gate, 
The  bride  had  consented,  the  gallant  came  late, 
For  a  laggard  in  love,  and  a  dastard  in  war, 
Was  to  wed  the  fair  Ellen  of  brave  Lochinvar. 

So  boldly  he  entered  the  Netherby  Hall, 
'Mong  bridesmen,  and  kinsmen,  and  brothers  and  all 
Then  spoke  the  bride's  father,  his  hand  on  his  sword, 
For  the  poor  craven  bridegroom  said  never  a  word, — 
«  0  come  ye  in  peuce,  here,  or  come  ye  war, 

*  Or  to  dance  at  our  bridal,  young  Lord  Lochinvar?" 

*  I  long  woo'd  your  daughter,  my  suit  you  denied; 

*  Love  swells  like  the  Solway,  but  ebbs  like  its  tide; 
«  And  now  I  am  come,  with  this  lost  love  of  mine, 

«  To  tread  but  one  measure,  drink  one  cup  of  wine. 
"  There  are  maidens  in  Scotland  more  lovely  by  far, 
"  That  would  gladly  be  bride  to  the  young  Lochinvar 
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The  bride  kiss'd  the  goblet,  the  Knight  took  it  up, 
He  quaff*  d  off  the  wine,  and  he  threw  down  the  cup 
She  look'd  down  to  blush,  and  she  look'd  up  to  sigh, 
With  a  smile  on  her  lip,  and  a  tear  in  her  eye. 
He  took  her  soft  hand,  ere  her  mother  could  bar; 
"  Now  tread  we  a  measure,"  said  young  Lochinvar. 

So  stately  his  form,  and  so  lovely  her  face, 
That  never  a  hall  such  a  galliard  did  grace; 
While  her  mother  did  fret,  and  her  father  did  fume, 
And   the   bridegroom  stood   dangling  his   bonnet    and 

plume. 
And  the  bride-maidens  whisper'd, "  'Twere  better  by 

far, 

"  To  have  match'd  our  fair  cousin  with  young  Loch- 
invar." 

One  touch  to  her  hand,  and  one  word  in  her  ear, 
When  they  reach'd  the  hall-door  and  the  charger  stood 

near, 

So  light  to  the  croup  the  fair  lady  he  swung, 
So  light  to  the  saddle  before  her  he  sprung. 
'*  She's  won,  we  are  gone,  over  bank,  bush,  and  scaur, 
"They'll  have  fleet  steeds  that  follow,"  quoth  young 

Lochinvar. 

There  was  mounting  'mong  Graemes  of  the  Nelherby 

clan; 
Fosters,  Fen  wicks,  and  Musgraves,  they  rode  and  they 

ran: 

There  was  racing  and  chasing  on  Cannobie  Lea, 
But  the  lost  bride  of  Netherby  ne'er  did  they  see. 
So  daring  in  love,  and  so  dauntless  in  war, 
Have  you  e'er  heard  of  gallant  like  young  Lochinvar 


HIGHLAND  MARY. 

YE  banks  and  braes  and  streams  around 
The  castle  o'  Montgomery, 
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Green  we  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flowers, 

Your  waters  never  drumlie; 
There  simmer  first  unfaulds  her  robes, 

And  there  they  langest  tarry; 
For  there  I  took  the  last  farewell 

Of  my  dear  Highland  Mary. 

How  sweetly  bloom'd  the  gay  green  birk, 

How  rich  the  hawthorn's  blossom} 
As  underneath  her  fragrant  shade 

I  clasp'd  her  to  my  bosom! 
The  golden  hours  on  angel  wings, 

Flew  o'er  me  and  my  dearie; 
For  dear  to  me  as  light  and  life, 

Was  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

Wi'  mony  a  vow  and  lock'd  embrace, 

Our  parting  was  fu'  tender; 
And  pledging  aft  to  meet  again, 

We  tore  ourselves  assunder. 
But  0!  fell  death's  untimely  frost, 

That  nipt  my  flower  sae  early; 
Now  green's  the  sod,  and  cauld's  the  clay 

That  wraps  my  Highland  Mary. 

0  pale,  pale  now  those  rosy  lips, 

I  oft  hae  kiss'd  sae  fondly; 
And  clos'd  for  aye  the  sparkling  glance 
k         That  dwelt  on  me  sae  kindly! 
And  mouldering  now  in  silent  dust 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly; 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  core 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary. 

THE  MARINER'S  WIFE, 

BUT  are  you  sure  the  news  is  true? 
And  are  you  sure  he's  well? 
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Is  this  a  time  fo  think  o'  wark' 
Ye  lass,  fling  by  your  wheel. 

There's  nae  luck  about  the  house. 

There's  nae  luck  at  a'; 
There's  nae  luck  about  the  house, 
When  our  good  man's  aw  a. 

Is  this  a  time  to  think  o'  wark, 

When  Colin 's  at  the  door? 
Gi'  me  my  cloak,  I'll  down  the  key, 

And  see  him  come  ashore. 

There's  nae  luck  about  the  house,  fee. 

Rise  up  and  mak'  a  clean  fireside, 

Put  on  the  muckle  pot; 
Gi'  little  Kate  her  cotton  gown, 

And  Jack  his  Sunday's  coat. 
There's  nae  luck,  Sac. 

Mak'  their  shoon  as  black  as  slaes, 
Their  stockings  white  as  snaw, 

It's  a'  to  pleasure  our  good  man, 
He  likes  to  see  them  braw. 
There's  nae  luck,  &c. 

There  are  twa  hens  into  the  crip, 

I've  fed  this  month  or  mair; 
Make  haste  to  throw  their  necks  about. 

That  Colin  well  may  fare. 
There's  nae  luck,  &c. 

Bring  down  to  me  my  bigonet, 

My  bishop-satin  gown, 
And  then  gae  tell  the  Bailie's  wife, 

That  Colin's  come  to  town. 
There's  nae  luck,  &c. 

My  Turkey  slippers  I'll  put  on, 
My  stockings  of  pearl  blue, 
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And  a'  to  pleasure  our  good  man, 
For  he's  both  leal  and  true. 
There's  nae  luck,  &c. 

Sae  sweet  his  voice,  sae  smooth  his  tongue, 

His  breath's  like  cauler  air, 
His  very  tread  has  music  in't, 

As  he  comes  up  the  stair. 
There's  nae  luck,  &c. 

And  will  I  see  his  face  again? 

And  will  I  hear  him  speak? 
I'm  downright  dizzy  wi'  the  joy, 

And  e'en  I'm  like  to  greet. 
There's  nae  luck,  &c. 


THE  JOLLY  BEGGARS. 
A  CANTATA. — By  Robert  Burns. 

RECITATIVO. 

WHEN  lyart  leaves  bestrow  the  yird, 
Or  wavering  like  the  Bauckie-bird, 

Bedim  cauld  Boreas'  blast; 
When  hail  stanes  drive  wi'  bitter  skite, 

And  infant  frosts  begin  to  bite, 
In  hoary  cranreuch  drest! 

Ae  night  at  e'en  a  merry  core 
O'  randie  gangrel  bodies, 

In  Poosie-Nansie's  held  the  splore, 
To  drink  their  orra  duddies! 
Wi'  quffing  and  laughing, 

They  ranted  and  they  sang; 
Wi'  jumping  and  thumping, 
The  vera  girdle  rang. 

First  niest  the  fire  in  auld  red  rags, 
Ane  sat,  weel  brac'd  wi'  mealy  bags, 

And  knapsack  a'  in  order; 
His  doxy  lay  within  his  arm, 
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Wi'  usquebae  an'  blankets  warm— 

She  blinket  on  her  sodger; 
An'  ay  he  gives  the  tozle  drab 

The  tither  skelpin  kiss, 
While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gab 
Just  like  an  aumos  dish. 

Ilk  smack  still  did  crack  still, 

Just  like  a  cadger's  whip, 
Then  staggering  and  swaggering 
He  roar'd  this  ditty  up — 

AIR. 
TUNE — *  Soldiers  Joy.* 

1. 

I  AM  a  son  of  Mars,  who  have  been  in  many  wars, 
And  show  my  cuts  and  scars  wherever  I  come; 
This  here  was  fora  wench,  and  that  other  in  a  trench, 
When  welcoming  the  French  at  the  sound  of  the  drum, 

Lai  de  daudle,  &c. 

II. 

My  prenticeship  I  past  where  my  leader  breath'd  his 

last, 

When  the  bloody  die  was  cast  on  the  heights  of  Abram. 
I  served   out   my  trade   when  the    gallant  game   wa* 

play'd, 

And  the  Moro  low  was  laid  at  the  sound  of  the  drum. 

Lai  de  daudle,  &c. 

III. 

I  lasfly  was  with  Curtis,  among  the  floating  batt'ries, 
And  there  I  left  for  witness  an  arm  and  a  limb; 
Yet  let  my  country  need  me,  with  Elliot  to  lead  me, 
I'd  clatter  on  my  stumps  at  the  sound  of  a  drum. 

Lai  de  daudle,  &c. 
IV. 

And  now,  tho*  I  must  beg  with  a  wooden  arm  and  leg, 
And  many  a  tatter'd  rag  hanging  over  my  bum. 
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I'm  as  happy  with  my  wallet,  my  bottle  aad  my  callet, 
As  when  1  us'd  in  scarlet  to  follow  a  drum. 

Lai  de  daudle,  &c. 
V. 
What  tho*  with  hoary  locks  I  must  stand  the  wintei 

shocks, 

Beneath  the  woods  and  rocks  oftentimes  for  a  home, 
When  the  t'other  bag  I  sell,  and  the  t'other  bottle  tell 
C  could  meet  a  troop  of  hell  at  the  sound  of  the  drum 

Lai  de  daudle,  &c. 

RECITATIVO. 

He  ended,  and  the  kebars  sheuk 

Aboon  the  chorus  roar; 
While  frighted  rations  backward  leuk, 

And  seek  the  benmost  borej 
A  fairy  fiddler  frae  the  neuk, 

He  skir'd  out  encore! 
But  up  arose  the  martial  chuck, 

And  laid  the  loud  uproar. 

AIR. 

TUNE — *  Soldier  Laddie.* 
I. 

I  ONCE  was  a  maid,  tho'  I  cannot  tell  when, 
And  still  my  delight  is  in  proper  young  men; 
Some  one  of  a  troop  of  dragoons  was  my  daddie, 
No  wonder  I'm  fond  of  a  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  lal  de  lal,  &c 
II. 

The  first  of  my  loves  was  a  swaggering  blade, 
To  rattle  the  thundering  drum  was  his  trade; 
His  leg  was  so  tight,  and  his  cheek  was  so  ruddy, 
Transported  I  was  with  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  lal  de  lal,  &c. 
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But  the  godly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  lurch, 
The  sword  I  forsook  for  the  sake  of  the  church; 
He  ventured  the  soul,  and  I  risked  the  body, 
'Twas  then  I  prov'd  false  to  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sii,g,  lal  de  lal,  &c, 
IV. 

Full  soon  I  grew  sick  of  my  sanctified  sot, 
The  regiment  at  large  for  a  husband  I  got; 
From  the  gilded  spontoon  to  the  fife  I  was  ready, 
I  asked  no  more  but  a  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  lal  de  lal,  &c. 
V. 

But  the  peace  it  reduc'd  me  to  beg  in  despair, 
Till  I  met  my  auld  boy  at  Cunningham  fair; 
His  rags  regimental  they  flutter'd  so  gaudy, 
.Vly  heart  it  rejoiced  at  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  lal  de  lal,  &c 
VI. 

\nd  now  I  have  liv'd — I  know  not  how  long, 
\nd  still  I  can  join  in  a  cup  or  a  song; 
But  whilst  with  both  hands  I  can  hold  the  glass  steady 
Here's  to  thee,  my  hero,  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  lal  de  lal,  &c 

RECITATIVQ. 

Then  niest  outspak  a  raucle  carlin, 
Wha  kent  fu'  weel  to  deck  the  sterling, 
For  monie  a  pursie  she  had  hooked, 
And  had  in  monie  a  well  been  ducked. 
Her  dove  had  been  a  Highland  laddie, 
But  weary  fu*  the  waefu'  woody! 
Wi'  sighs  and  sobs  she  thus  began 
To  wail  her  braw  John  Highiandman. 
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AIR. 
I. 

A  highland  lad  my  love  was  born, 
The  Lalland  laws  he  held  in  scorn; 
But  he  still  was  faithfu'  to  his  clan, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

CHORUS. 

Sing,  hey  my  braw  John  Highlandman, 
Sing,  ho  my  braw  John  Highlandman, 
There's  not  a  lad  in  o'  the  Ian* 
Was  match  for  my  John  Highlandman. 

II. 

With  his  philibeg,  an'  tartan  plaid, 
An'  gude  claymore  down  by  his  side, 
The  ladies'  hearts'  he  did  trepan, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

Sing,  hey,  &c. 
III. 

We  ranged  a'  from  Tweed  to  Spey, 
An'  liv'd  like  lords  and  ladies  gay; 
For  a  Lalland  face  he  feared  none, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

Sing,  hey,  &c. 
IV. 

They  banish'd  him  beyond  the  sea, 
But  ere  the  bud  was  on  the  tree, 
Adown  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran, 
Embracing  my  John  Highlandman. 

Sing,  hey,  &<x 
V. 

But  O!  they  catch 'd  him  at  the  last, 
And  bound  him  in  a  dungeon  fast; 
My  curse  upon  them  every  one, 
They've  hang'd  my  braw  John  Highlandman. 

p  Sing,  hey,  &c 
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VI. 

And  now  a  widow,  I  must  mourn 
The  pleasures  that  will  ne'er  return; 
No  comfort  but  a  hearty  can, 
When  I  think  on  John  Highlandman. 

Sing,  hey,  && 
RECITATIVO. 
A  pigmy  scraper  wi'  his  fiddle, 
Wha  us'd  to  trysts  and  fairs  to  driddle, 
Her  strappan  limb  and  gaucy  middle, 

He  reach'd  nae  higher, 
Had  hol'd  his  heartie  like  a  riddle, 

An'  blawn't  on  fire. 

Wi*  hand  on  haunch,  an'  upward  e'e, 
He  croon 'd  his  gamut,  one,  two,  three, 
Then  in  an  Arioso  key, 

The  wee  Apollo 
Set  off  wi'  Allegretto  glee 

His  giga  solo. 

AIR. 

TUNK— *  Whistle  o'er  the  lave  a'*.' 
I. 

Let  me  ryke  up  to  dight  that  tear, 
An*  go  wi'  me  to  be  my  dear, 
An*  then  you-  ev'ry  care  and  fear 

May  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

CHORUS. 

/  am  a  fiddler  to  my  trade, 
And  a'  the  tunes  that  e'er  I  play* d. 
The  sioeetest  still  to  wife  or  maid, 

Was  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

II. 

At  kirns  and  weddings  we'se  be  there, 
And  0!  sae  nicely 's  we  will  fare; 
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We'll  house  about  till  daddie  Cara 
Sing  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

[  am,  &c. 

III. 

Sae  merrily  the  banes  we'll  pyke, 
An,  sun  oursels  about  the  dyke, 
An*  at  our  leisure,  when  we  like, 
We'll  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

I  am,  &c. 

IV. 

But  bless  me  wi'  your  heav'n  o'  charms, 
And  while  I  kittle  hair  on  thairns, 
Hunger,  canld,  an*  a*  sic  harms, 
May  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

I  am,  &a. 

RE  C1TJL  TIVO. 

Her  charms  had  struck  a  sturdy  Caird, 

As  weel  as  poor  gut-scraper; 
He  taks  the  fiddler  by  the  beard, 

And  draws  a  rusty  rapier. 
He  swore  by  a'  was  swearing  worth, 

To  speet  him  like  a  pliver, 
Unless  he  would,  from  that  time  forth, 

Relinquish  her  forever. 

Wi'  ghastly  e'e,  poor  tweedle-dee, 

Upon  his  hunkers  bended, 
And  pray'd  for  grace,  wi'  ruefu*  face, 

And  so  the  quarrel  ended. 
But  though  uis  little  heart  did  grieve, 

When  round  the  tinker  press'd  her 
He  feign'd  to  smirtle  in  his  sleeve, 

When  thus  the  Caird  address'd  her 
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AIR. 
TUNE — «  Clout  the  Caudron.9 

I. 
Mr  bonnie  lass,  I  work  in  brass, 

A  tinker  is  my  station; 
I've  travell'd  round  all  Christian  ground 

In  this  my  occupation. 
I've  ta'en  the  gold,  I've  been  enroll'd 

In  many  a  noble  squadron; 
But  vain  they  search'd,  when  off  I  march'd 
To  go  and  clout  the  caudron. 

I've  ta'en  the  gold,  &o. 
It 
Despise  that  shrimp,  that  witherSI  imp, 

Wi'  a'  his  noise  and  cap'rin, 
And  tak  a  share  wi'  those  that  bear 

The  budget  and  the  apron. 
And  by  that  stowp!  my  faith  and  houp, 

And  by  that  dear  kilbaigie, 
If  e'er  ye  want,  or  meet  wi'  scant, 
May  I  ne'er  weet  my  craigie. 

And  by  that  stowp,  &C. 
RECITATIVO. 
The  Caird  prevail 'd — th'  unblushing  fair 

In  his  embraces  sunk, 
Partly  wi'  love  o'ercorne  sae  sair, 

An'  partly  she  was  drunk. 
Sir  Violina  wi'  an  air 

That  show'd  a  man  of  spunk, 
Wish'd  unison  between  the  pair, 
And  made  the  bottle  clunk 

To  their  health  that  night. 

But  hurchin  Cupid  shot  a  shaft 
Thau  Tjlay'd  a  dame  a  shavie, 
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The  fiddler  rak'd  her  fore  and  aft 

Behint  the  chicken  cavie. 
Her  lord,  a  wight  o'  Homer's  craft, 

Tho'  limpin  \vi'  the  spavie, 
He  hirpl'd  up,  and  lap  like  daft, 

And  shor'd  them  dainty  Davie 

O'  boot  that  night. 

He  was  a  care-defying  blade 

As  ever  Bacchus  listed; 
Tho'  Fortune  sair  upon  him  laid, 

His  heart  she  ever  miss'd  it. 
He  had  nae  wish,  but — to  be  glad, 

Nor  want,  but — when  he  thirsted! 
He  hated  nought  but — to  be  sad, 

And  thus  the  Muse  suggested 

His  sang  that  night 

AIR. 

TUNE—'  For  a'  that,  and  a*  that.* 
L 

I  AM  a  Bard  of  no  regard 

Wi1  gentle  folk,  an'  a'  that; 
But  Homer-like  the  glowran  byke, 
Frae  town  to  town  I  draw  that. 

CHORUS. 
For  a'  th&t,  and  a'  that, 

And  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that; 
I've  lost  but  ane,  I've  twa  behin*, 
I've  wife  enough  for  a'  that. 

II. 
I  never  drank  the  Muses'  stank, 

Castalia's  burn,  and  a'  that; 
But  thore  it  streams,  and  richly  reams, 
My  Helicon  I  ca'  that. 

For  a*  that,  &a 
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III. 

Great  love  I  bear  to  a'  the  fair, 

Their  humble  slave,  and  a'  that; 
But  lordly  will  I  hold  it  still 
A  mortal  sin  to  thraw  that. 

For  a'  that,  Jtc. 
IV. 
In  raptures  sweet,  this  hour  we  meet, 

Wi'  mutual  love,  and  a'  that? 
But  for  how  lang  the  flie  may  stang, 
Let  inclination  law  that. 

For  a'  that,  &c. 

Their  tricks  and  craft  have  put  me  daft, 
They've  ta'en  me  in,  and  a'  that; 

But  clear  your  decks,  and  here's  the  sex, 
1  like  the  jads  for  a'  that. 

For  a'  that,  and  a*  that, 

And  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that; 

My  dearest  bluid,  to  do  them  guid, 
They're  welcome  tilVt  for  a'  that. 

RECITATIVO. 

So  sung  the  bard — and  Nansie's  wa's 
Shook  wi'  a  thunder  of  applause, 

Re-echo'd  from  each  mouth; 
They  toom'd  their  pocks,  an'  pawn'd  the»r  duds, 
They  scarcely  left  to  co'er  their  fuds 

To  quench  their  lowan  drouth. 

.Then  owre  again  the  jovial  thrang 

The  poet  did  request, 
1  o  low'se  his  pack,  an'  wale  a  sang, 
A  ballad  o'  the  best. 
He,  rising,  rejoicing, 

Between  his  twa  Deborahs, 
Looks  round  him,  an'  found  them 
Impatient  for  the  chorus. 
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AIR. 

TUNE — *  Jolly  mortals,  fill  $our  glasset* 
I. 

SEE  the  smoking  bowl  before  us! 

Mark  our  jovial,  ragged  ring! 
Round  and  round  take  up  the  chorus, 

And  in  raptures  let  us  sing. 

CHORUS. 
A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast ', 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected, 

Churches  built  to  please  the  priest. 

II. 
What  is  title?  what  is  treasure? 

What  is  reputation's  care? 
If  we  lead  a  life  of  pleasure, 

'Tis  no  matter  how  or  where. 

Afig.&c. 

III. 

With  the  ready  trick  and  fable, 

Round  we  wander  all  the  day; 
And  at  night  in  barn,  or  stable, 

Hug  our  doxies  on  the  hay. 

Afig.&c. 

IV. 

Does  the  train  attended  carriage 
Thro'  the  country  lighter  rove? 
Does  the  sober  bed  of  marriage 
Witness  brighter  scenes  of  Jove? 

A  %,  ft* 
V. 

Life  is  all  a  variorum, 
We  regard  not  how  it  goe»j 
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Let  them  cant  about  decorum, 
Who  have  characters  to  lose. 

A  fig,  &c 
VI. 

Here's  to  budgets,  bags  and  wallets 
Here's  to  all  the  wandering  train; 
Here's  our  ragged  brats  and  collets! 
One  and  all  cry  out  amen. 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected, 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast; 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected, 

Churches  built  to  please  the  priest. 

SMILE  AGAIN,  MY  BONNIE  LASSIE. 

SMILE  again,  my  bonnie  lassie, 

Lassie,  smile  again! 
Prithee  do  not  frown,  sweet  lassie, 

For  it  gives  me  pain. 
If  to  love  thee  too  sincerely 

Be  a  fault  in  me, 
Thus  to  use  me  so  severely 

Is  not  kind  in  thee. 

Smile  again,  &c. 

Fare  thee  well,  my  bonnie  lassie, 

Lassie,  fare  thee  well, 
Time  will  show  thee,  bonnie  lassie, 

More  than  tongue  can  tell. 
Tho'  we're  doorn'd  by  Fate  to  sever, 

(And  'tis  hard  to  part,) 
Still,  believe  me,  thou  shalt  ever 

{?wn  thy  faithful  heart. 

Then  smile  again,  &C. 
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WHACK  FOR  O'SHAUGHNASHANE. 

PARODY  ON  "  Hail  to  the  Chief." 
HAIL  to  our  chief  now  he's  wet  through  with  whit* 

key! 

Long  life  to  the  lady  come  from  the  salt  seas! 
Strike  up  blind  harpers!  hey  to  be  frisky! 
For  what  is  so  gay  as  a  bag  full  of  fleas! 
Crest  of  O'Shaughnashane! 
That's  a  potatoe,  plain, 
Long  may  your  root  every  Irishman  know! 
Pats  long  have  stuck  to  it 
Long  bid  good  luck  to  it; 
Whack  for  O'Shaughnashane! — tooley  whagg  ho* 

Ours  is  an  esculent,  lusty  and  lasting, 

No  turnip,  or  other  weak  babe  of  the  ground; 
Waxy  or  mealy,  it  hinders  from  fasting 
Half  Erin's  inhabitants  all  the  year  round. 

Wants  the  soil,  where  'tis  flung, 

Hogs,  cows,  or  horses'  dung, 
Still  does  the  crest  of  O'Shaughnashane  grow; 

Shout  for  it  Uulster  men ! 

Till  the  bogs  quake  again! 
Whack  for  O'Shaughnashane! — tooley  whagg  ho! 

Drink,  Paddies,  drink!  to  the  lady  so  shining! 

While  flow'rets  shall  open  and  bog-trotters  dig, 
So,  long  may  the  sweet  rose  of  beauty  be  twining 
Around  the  potatoe  of  proud  Blarney-gig! 
While  the  plant  vegetates, 
While  whiskey  re-creates, 
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Wash  down  the  root  from  the  horns  that  o'erflow; 

Shake  your  Shellelaghs,  boys! 

Screeching  drunk,  scream  your  joys! 
Whack  for  O'Shaughnashane! — tooley  whagg  ho! 


ONE  BOTTLE  MORE. 

Assrsr  me,  ye  lads,  who  have  hearts  void  of  guile, 

To  sing  in  the  praises  of  old  Ireland's  isle, 

Where  true  hospitality  opens  the  door, 

And  friendship  detains  us  for  one  bottle  more: 

One  bottle  more,  arrah,  one  bottle  more, 

And  friendship  detains  us  for  one  bottle  more. 

Old  England  your  taunts  on  our  country  forbear; 
With  our  bulls  and  our  brogues  we  are  true  and  sincere 
For  if  but  one  bottle  remains  in  our  store: 
We  have  generous  hearts  to  give  that  bottle  more. 
That  bottle  more,  &c. 

At  Candy's,  in  Church-street,  I'll  sing  of  a  set 
Of  six  Irish  blades  who  together  had  met: 
Four  bottles  a-piece  made  us  call  for  a  score, 
And  nothing  remained  but  one  bottle  more. 

One  bottle  more,  &c. 

Our  bill  being  paid,  we  were  loth  to  depart, 

For  friendship  had  grappled  each  man  by  the  heart, 

Where  the  least  touch,  you  know,  makes  an  Irishman 

roar, 

And  the  whack  from  shilelah  brought  six  bottles  more. 
Six  bottles  more,  &c. 

Slow  Phoebus  had  shone  through  our  window  so  bright, 
Quite  happy  to  view  his  blest  children  of  light: 
So  we  parted  with  hearts  neither  sorry  nor  sore, 
Resolving  next  night  to  drink  twelve  bottles  more. 
Twelve  bottles  more,  &c. 
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MISTER  O'LIFFERTY. 

As  gray  as  a  badger,  as  bald  as  a  Turk, 
Was  Father  O'LirTerty,  priest  of  our  kirk, 

That's  famed  Carrickfergus,  good  luck  to  the  place! 
In  preaching  he  was  sure  of  mighty  great  note, 
In  love  he  was  frisky  and  wild  as  a  goat; 
My  mother  was  frail,  and  the  priest,  people  said, 
Put  an  ugly  big  horn  on  my  dad's  handsome  head, 

And  thus  stole  the  making  ray  beautiful  face. 

I  remember  the  very  first  day  I  was  born, 
Was  at  night,  as  I'm  told,  just  at  breaking  of  morn, 
Och!  the  whiskey-punch  smiled  from  a  brown  earthen 

J"g! 

And  sure  I'm  a  man  now  of  mighty  high  birth, 
For  I  first  in  a  garret  drew  breath  on  this  earth, 
Where  our  neat  feather-bed  was  some  straw,  to  be  sure, 
That   was  neatly  shaked  up  and  spread  down  on  the 

floor; 
Thus   popt   into  the   world  my  sweet  good-looking 

mug. 

Then  my  mother,  impatient  to  get  me  a  name, 

Straight  sent  for  the  priest,  and,  faith,  straight  the  priest 

came, 

With   his   bandy-bent   legs  and  his  crooked  hunch- 
back! 

Said  my  mother,  there's  whiskey,  sir,  take  a  smaU  sup. 

Cried  the  priest,  *  faith  I  will,'  and  he  drank  the  quart 
up. 

With  the  whiskey  half-muzzed,  and  the  smoke  that  he 
took, 

Taking  me  in  his  arms,  he  took  out  his  big  book, 
And  he  christened  me  Murphy  M'Clahan  in  a  crack 

Said  the  priest, c  now  the  christening  is  done  'tis  all  o'er, 
Only  just  now  I'll  tak  to't  a  pair  of  names  more. 
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That's  Brien  O'LifiTerty  sure,  and  here  goes! 
So  fill  up  more  whiskey  and  put  round  the  joke, 
For  I'll  take   one  more   whiff,  while   I'll  take  t'other 

smoke!' 
'  Och'  cried   nurse,  *  you're  just  like  as  two   peas  in  a 

pod!' 

Cried  the  priest  *  faith,  we  are,  only  one  thing  is  odd. 
That   I   squint  at   each   ear,  the   boy  squints   at  his 
nose.' 

Now  I've  ended  I'll  tell  hrwmy  squinting  was  stopp'd, 
I  was  into  a  tub  of  fat  buttermilk  dropp'd, 

And  sure  that  put  my  eyes  to  this  straight-forward 

looking! 

All  the  blood  in  my  bones  was  turned  with  the  fright, 
That  my  eyes  gave  a  jump,  and  that  just  set  'em  right. 
And  though  now  you  may  say  I'm  an  odd  sort  of  fish. 
Yet  for  love  I'd  have  been  a  most  elegant  dish, 

(f  I  had  not  been  cursedly  spoiled  in  the  cooking! 

Sure  I've  taken  a  wife  as  a  fixture,  d'ye  see, 
And  no  doubt  on't  at  all  a  neat  mixture  'twill  be, 
Och!  of  sweet  boys  and  girls,  sure   we'll  have  'enj 

by  dozens! 

But  a  mighty  odd  notion's  just  took  in  my  head, 
It  I'd  thought  on  it  before,  I  don't  think  I'd  have  weo. 
For  our   children,   (though,   faith,  the   relationship', 

new, 
Yrtt  as  I  am  gentile  and  she  is  a  Jew) 

'Stead  of  brothers  and  sisters,  they'll  only  be  com 

ins!!! 


THE  MAID  OF  ERIN. 

MY  thoughts  delight  to  wander, 

Upon  a  distant  shore; 
Where  lovely,  fair,  and  tender, 

IB  she  whom  I  adore. 
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May  Heaven  its  blessings  sparing, 

On  her  bestow  them  free, 
The  lovely  maid  of  Erin, 

Who  sweetly  sang  to  me. 

Had  fortune  fix'd  my  station, 

In  some  propitious  hour, 
The  monarch  of  a  nation, 

Endow 'd  with  wealth  and  power, 
That  wealth  and  power  sharing, 

My  peerless  queen  should  be, 
The  lovely  maid  of  Erin, 

Who  sweetly  sang  to  me. 

Although  the  restless  ocean 

May  long  between  us  roar, 
Yet  while  my  heart  has  motion, 

She'll  lodge  within  its  core} 
For  artless  and  endearing, 

And  mild  and  young  is  she, 
The  lovely  maid  "of  Erin, 

Who  sweetly  sang  to  me. 

When  fate  gives  intimation 

That  my  last  hour  is  nigh, 
With  placid  resignation 

I'll  lay  me  down  and  die; 
Fond  hope  my  bosom  cheering, 

That  I  in  heaven  shall  see 
The  lovely  maid  of  Erin, 

Who  sweetly  sang  to  me. 

KATTY  O'RANN. 

WAS  not  Patrick  O'Lilt,  sure,  a  broth  of  a  lad, 
Who  bartered  what  money  and  baubles  he  had, 

For  the  love  of  his  sweetheart,  Miss  Katty  O'Rann! 
Since  he  fell  deep  in  love,  faith!  no  longer  the  spade 
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He  handled,  or  followed  the  turf-cutting  trade; 
But  sung  day  and  night  to  make  his  heart  light, 
And  swore  for  his  Katty  he'd  die  or  he'd  fight; 
Thus  did  Patrick  O'Lilt  for  Miss  Katty  O'Rann. 

He  sung  out  his  love  in  a  sorrowful  strain; 

His  warbling  she  heard,  but  she  laughed  at  his  pain; 

Which  he  could  not  bear  from  Miss  Katty  O'Rann 
'Twas  enough  to  have  melted  the  heart  of  a  stone, 
To  have   heard  the   poor  lad  sing,  sigh,   mutter  and 

moan; 

While  she  turned  her  nose,  which  stood  always  awry 
And  plump  on  another  she  cast  her  sheep's  eye, 

Crying  «  Pat  you  won't  do  for  Miss  Katty  O'Rann.* 

As  he  found  no  impression  he  made  on  the  maid, 
Faith,  he  shovelled  himself  out  of  life  with  his  spade, 

Determined  to  perish  for  Katty  O'Rann; 
For  with  spade,  axe,  and  mallet,  about  his  neck  tied, 
He  plunged  in  the  LiflTey  and  there  for  her  died! 
As  he  sunk  from  the  shore,  he  cried,  *  Katty  no  more 
Shall  you  trouble  my  spirit,  or  make  my  bones  sore; 

So  bad  luck  to  you  beautiful  Katty  O'Rann. 

CUSHLAMACREE. 

DEAR  Erin!  how  sweetly  thy  green  bosom  rises, 

An  emerald  set  in  the  ring  of  the  sea; 
Each  blade  of  thy  meadows  my  faithful  heart  prizes, 

The  queen  of  the  west,  the  world's  Cushlamacree. 

Thy  gates  open  wide  to  the  poor  and  the  stranger; 

There  smiles  hospitality  hearty  and  free; 
Thy  friendship  is  seen  in  the  moment  of  danger, 

And  the  wand'rer  is  welcom'd  with  Cushlamacree 

Thy  sons  they  are  brave,  but  the  battle  once  over, 
In  brotherly  peace  with  their  foes  they  agree; 

And  the  roseate  cheeks  of  thy  daughters  discover 
The  soul-speaking  blush,  that  says  Cushlamacree. 
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Then  flourish  for  ever,  my  dear  native  Erin, 
While  sadly  I  wander,  an  exile  from  thee! 

And  firm  as  thy  mountains,  no  injury  fearing, 
May  Heaven  defend  its  own  Cushlamacree. 

KITTY  OF  COLERAINE. 

An  beautifiJ  Kitty  one  morning  was  tripping, 

With  a  pitcher  of  milk,  from  the  fair  of  Coleraine, 
When  she  saw  me  she  stumbled,  the  pitcher  it  tumbled^ 

And  all  the  sweet  buttermilk  water'd  the  plain. 
Oh!  what  shall  I  do  now,  'twas  looking  at  you  now, 

Sure,  sure,  such  a  pitcher  I'll  ne'er  meet   again, 
'Twas  the  pride  of  my  dairy; — O!  Barney  M 'deary, 

You're  sent  as  a  plague  to  the  girls  of  Coleraine. 

1  sat  down  beside  her,  and  gently  did  chide  her, 

That  such  a  misfortune  should  give  her  such  pain, 
A  kiss  then  I  gave  her,  and  before  I  did  leave  her, 

She  vow'd  for  such  pleasure  she'd  break  it  again. 
Twas  hay-making  season,  I  can't  tell  the  reason, 

Misfortune  will  never  come  single,  'tis  plain, 
For,  very  soon  after  poor  Kitty's  disaster, 

The  devil  a  pitcher  was  whole  in  Coleraine. 

PADDY  THE  PIPER. 

WHEN  I  was  a  ooy  in  my  fatner  s  mud  edifice, 

Tender  and  bare  as  a  pig  in  a  stye, 
Out  at  the  door  as  I  look'd  with  a  steady  phiz: 

Who  but  Pat  Murphy  the  piper  came  by! 
Says  Paddy,  but  few  play  this  music,  can  you  play? 

Says  I,  I  cant  tell,  for  I  never  did  try. 
He  told  me  that  he  had  a  charm, 

To  make  the  pipes  prettily  speak, 
Then  squeez'd  a  bag  under  his  arm, 

And  sweetly  they  set  up  a  squeak' 
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With  a  fara  lara  loo,  ogh!  hone,  how  he  handled  the 

drone, 
And   then  such  sweet  music  he  blew,  'twould   have 

melted  the  heart  of  a  stone. 

Your  pipe,  says  I,  Paddy,  so  neatly  comes  over  me, 

Naked  I'll  wander  wherever  it  blows; 
And  if  my  father  should  try  to  recover  me, 

Sure  it  won't  be  by  describing  my  clothes 
The  music  I  hear  now  takes  hold  of  my  ear  now, 

And  leads  me  all  over  the  world  by  the  nose; 
So  I  follow'd  his  bag-pipes  so  sweet, 

And  sang  as  I  leap'd  like  a  frog, 
Adieu  to  my  family  seat, 

So  pleasantly  placed  in  a  bog; 

And  then   such   sweet    music   he   blew,   'twould   havf 
melted  the  heart  of  a  stone. 

With  my  fara  lara,  &c. 
Full  five  years  I  follow'd  him,  nothing  could  sunder  us, 

Till  he  one  morning  had  taken  a  sup, 
And  slipp'd  from  a  bridge  info  a  river  just  under  us, 

Souse  to  the  bottom  just  like  a  blind  pup! 
I  roar'd  and  I  bavvl'd  out,  and  lustily  call'd  out, 

O  Paddy  my  friend,  don't  you  mean  to  come  up? 
He  was  dead  as  a  nail  in  the  door, 

Poor  Paddy  was  laid  on  the  shelf, 
So  I  took  up  his  pipes  on  the  shore, 

And  now  I've  set  up  for  myself, 

With  my  fara  lara,  to  be  sure  I  have  not  got  the  knack 
To  play  fura  lara,  &c. 

THE  SONG  OF  FIONNUALA. 

TUXE — «  Arrah,  my  dear  Eveleen* 
SILENT,  oh  Moyle!  be  the  roar  of  thy  water, 

Break  not,  ye  breezes,  your  chain  of  repose! 
IVhile  murmuring  mournfully,  Lir's  lonely  daughter 

Tells  to  the  night-star  her  tale  of  woes. 
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When  shall  the  swan,  her  death-note  singing. 

Sleep  with  wings  in  darkness  furl'd? 
When  shall  heav'n,  :ts  sweet  bell  ringing 

Call  my  spirit  from  this  stormy  world? 

Sadly,  oh  Moyle!  to  thy  winter-wave  weepiny, 

Fate  bids  me  languish  long  ages  away: 
Yet  still  in  her  darkness  doth  Erin  lie  sleeping. 

Still  doth  the  pure  light  its  dawning  delay. 
When  will  that  day-star,  mildly  springing, 

Warm  our  isle  with  peace  and  love? 
When  will  Heav'n,  its  sweet  bell  ringing, 

Call  my  spirit  to  the  fields  above' 

PADDY  O'FLANAGAN. 

'TwAs  Paddy  O'Flanagan  set  out  one  morning 

From  Dublin,  sweet  city,  to  London  on  foot, 
In  an  old  tatter'd  jacket,  all  foppery  scorning, 

With  a  shoe  on  his  leg  and  his  neck  in  a  boot, 
Musha  whack!  in  no  time  he  walked  over  the  w?ter, 

And  soon  set  his  head  on  England's  famed  shore, 
While  for  joy  of  his  safety  while  his  stomach  did  totter. 

He  sung  Teddy  O'Rielly  and  Molly  Ashtore, 
With  his  philulu  hubbuboo  hugamauairnee, 

Musha  gra  botheration  and  smalliloo  huh. 

A  place  he  soon  got  when  in  London  arrived,  sir, 

To  brush  up  a  gemmen  and  wait  on  his  coat, 
Where  he  soon  learnt  to  know  that  just  four  bean* 

make  five,  sir, 
And  could  tell  you  a  tale  with  his  tongue  down  hit 

throat. 
Now  one  day,  while  Pat  was  his  master  attending, 

In  his  study,  where  letters  around  him  did  lay, 
When  he  begged  hard  for  one  to  his  trends  to  be  send- 

ing, 
As  'twould  save  him  from  writing  and   b"  Vne  bd  .4 


way.  Q.  With  his  philulu,  &c. 
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Soon  after  being  sent  with  a  basket  and  letter, 

Crammed  full  of  live  pigeons  to  give  to  a  friend, 
Enraged  at  their  fluttering,  he  thought  it  was  better 

To  set  them  at  large,  and  their  misery  end; 
Then  on,  joy,  he  went  to  the  place  where  directed, 

But  the  door  had  no  knocker,  so  what  does  he  do? 
Faith,  ke  knocked  at  the  next,  where  the  servant  at 
tending, 

Cried  Pat  it's  your  knocker  I  want  and  not  you. 
With  your  philulu,  &c. 

Being  brought  'fore  the  gemmen,  he  gave  him  the  note, 

Who  said,  in  the  letter  here's  pigeons  I  find, 
By  jabus,  says  Pat,  that's  a  very  good  joke, 

For  they  fled  from  the  basket  and  left  me  behind. 
The  gentleman  swore  for  the  loss  he  must  pay, 

Or  on  losing  his  place  for  a  certain  depend; 
Pat  replied,  to  your  offer  I'll  not  once  say  nay, 

If  you'll  be  so  kind  as  the  money  to  lend. 

With  your  philulu,  &c. 

Being  pleas'd  with  the  joke,  poot  Pat  got  forgiv'n, 

For  though  blunder  on  blunder,  no  harm  there  was 

meant, 
And  if  he's  not  dead,  with  his  master  he's  living; 

And  when  not  out  of  humor,  is  always  content, 
Nay,  more,  Paddy  Flanagan  joins  in  the  wish, 

That  the  cares  of  our  friends  may  soon  find  a  de- 
crease, 
That  war  may  be  drown'd  on  dry  land  with  the  fish, 

And  the  world  forever  taste  blessings  of  peace. 


PADDY  CAREY'S  FORTUNE. 

TWAS  at  the  town  of  nate  Clogheen, 
That  Sergeant  Snap  met  Paddy  Carey, 
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A  claner  boy  was  never  seen, 

Brisk  a  bee,  and  light  as  fairy, 
His  brawny  shoulders  four  feet  square, 

His  cheeks  like  thumping  red  potatoes, 
His  legs  would  make  a  chairman  stare, 
And  Pat  was  loved  by  all  the  ladies, 
Old  and  young,  grave  and  sad — 
Deaf  and  dumb,  dull  and  mad — 
Waddling,  twaddling,  limping,  squinting, 
Light,  tight,  and  airy! 
All  the  sweet  faces 
At  Limerick  races, 
From  Mullinavat  to  Magherafelt, 
At  Paddy's  beautiful  name  would  melt; 
The  sowls  would  cry 
And  look  so  shy, 
Och!  Cushlamacree, 
Did  you  never  see, 
The  jolly  boy,  the  darling  boy, 
The  coaxing  boy,  the  ladies  toy! 
Nimble-footed,  black-eyed,  rosy  cheek,  curly-he*d 
ed, 

Paddy  Carey! 
0  sweet  Paddy! 
Beautiful  Paddy! 
Nate  little,  tight  little,  Paddy  Carey! 

His  heart  was  made  of  Irish  oak, 

Yet  soft  as  streams  from  sweet  Killarney; 
His  tongue  was  tipt  with  a  bit  o'  the  brogue, 

But  the  devil  a  bit  at  all  of  the  blarney, 
Now  Serjeant  Snap,  so  shy  and  keen, 

While  Pat  was  coaxing  duck-legg'd  Mary 
A  shilling  slipt,  so  nate  and  clean; 

By  the  powers!  he  listed  Paddy  Carey, 

Tight  and  sound,  strong  and  light: 

Cheeks  so  round,  eyes  so  bright! 
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Whistling,  humming,  drinking  drumming, 
Light,  tight  and  airy! 

All  the  sweet  faces,  &c. 

The  sowls  wept  loud,  the  crowd  was  great 

When  waddling  forth,  came  widow  Leary; 
Though  she  was  crippled  in  her  gait, 

Her  brawney  arms  clasp'd  Paddy  Carey, 
*  Och,  Pat,'  she  cried,  'go  buy  the  ring; 
Here's  cash  galore,  my  darling  honey;' 
Says  Pat,  *  you  sowl!  I'll  do  that  thing,' 
And  clapt  his  thumb  upon  her  money! 
Gimlet  eye,  sausage  nose, — 
Pat  so  sly,  ogle  throws, 
Learing,  tittering,  jeering,  frittering, 
Sweet  widow  Leary! 

All  the  sweet  faces,  &C. 

When  Pat  had  thus  his  fortune  made 
He  pressed  the  lips  of  Mrs.  Leary, 
And  mounting  straight  a  large  cockade, 

In  captain's  boots  struts  Paddy  Carey; 
He,  grateful,  praised  her  shape,  her  back, 

To  others  like  a  dromedary; 
Her  eyes,  that  seem'd  their  strings  to  crack, 
Were  cupid's  darts  to  Captain  Carey! 
Neat  and  sweet,  no  alloy, — 
All  complete  love  and  joy: 
Ranting,  roaring,  soft  adoring, 
Dear  widow  Leary  S 
All  the  sweet  faces 
At  Limerick  races, 
From  Mullinavat  to  Magherafelt, 
At  Paddy's  promotion  sigh  and  melt; 
The  sowls  all  cry, 
As  the  groom  struts  by, 
Och!  Cushlamacree, 
Thou  art  lost  to  me! 
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The  jolly  boy,  the  darling  boy! 
The  ladies'  toy,  the  widow's  joy! 
Long  sword  girted, — neat,  short  skirted, 
Head  cropp'd,  whisker-chopp'd, 

Captain  Carey! 

O,  sweet  Paddy! 

Beautiful  Paddy! 
White-feather'd,  boot-leather'd,  Paddy  Carey! 


MY  OWN  NATIVE  ISLE. 

THERE'S  an  isle,  clasp'd  by  waves,  in  an  emerald  zone, 
That  peers  forth  from  ocean  so  pearl-like  and  fair, 

As  if  nature  meant  it  the  water-king's  throne; 

A  youth,  whom  I  name  not,  remembers  me  there. 

The  breeze  now  in  murmurs,  a  plaint  brings  from  far, 

From  my  own  native  isle,  and  my  lover's  guitar. 

Oh!  cheer  thee,  fond  mourner,  let  hope's  whisper  soften 
The  wild  pang  of  absence  and  doubts  too  unkind; 

The  maid  thou  upbraidest,  for  thee  sighs  as  often, 
And  speeds  gentle  wishes  by  every  wind. 

Then  winds  blow  ye  homeward,  waves  waft  me  afar, 

To  my  own  native  isle,  and  my  lover's  guitar. 

PADDY  O'LEARY  AND  MISS  JUDY  M'SNIFTER. 

ADOWN  a  dark  alley  I  courted  a  maid, 
Miss  Judy  M'Snifter,  who  wash'd  for  a  trade, 

Och  Cupid  led  me  a  figary; 

Her  toes  they  turned  in,  and  her  back  it  grew  out, 
And  her  eyes  look'd  so  melting  across  her  snout, 
They  bother'd  poor  Paddy  O'Leary, 

Mr.  Leary,  Paddy  Leary,  Och  fillilililoo,  fol  de  rol 
de  rol. 

Miss  Judy  M'Snifter  was  bandy,  'tis  true, 

Her  mouth  very  wide,  and  her  nose  rather  blue, 
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She  put  me  in  such  a  quandary; 
Says  she,  *  I  could  love  you  the  whole  of  my  life, 
But  they  say  that  in  Ireland  you've  left  your  old  wife 

«  Don't  believe  it,'  said  Paddy  O'Leary. 

Mr.  Leary,  &c. 

So  a  bargain  we  made  soon  at  church  to  say  grace, 
Which  I  seal'd  with  a  kiss  on  her  sweet  yellow  face, 

But  I  soon  did  repent  my  figary; 
When  we  had  been  married  a  year  and  a  day, 
With  a  dirty  coal-heaver  my  wife  ran  away, 

*  Devil  speed  you,'  said  Paddy  O'Leary. 

Mr.  Leary,  &c. 

Crim.  Con.  we  all  know,  is  the  rage  in  this  town, 
So  for  damages  I  thought  to  make  him  come  down: 

But  the  law  it  was  devlish  contrary; 
For  all  that  they  gave — when  much   blarney  M  been 

said, 

For  planting  a  pair  of  big  horns  on  my  head, 
Was  five  shillings  to  Paddy  O'Leary. 

Mr.  Leary,  &c. 

THE  HUMOURS  OF  AN  IRISH  FAIR, 

IT'S  the  drop  of  good  whiskey 
That  makes  my  heart  friskey, 
Arrah!  down  goes  the  cratur,  with  a  tear  in  my  eye, 

Shellelagh  we'll  battle, 

On  foes'  heads  we'll  rattle, 
Ding  dong  at  each  nodc'e — for  mercy  they  cry; 

Now  down  they  are  falling, 

On  hands  and  knees  crawling, 
My  Judy  cries  *  Bravo!  good  luck  to  you  Pat! 

Och!  faith  you're  the  dandy, 

You  nick'd  'em  so  handy, 
fou  tipp'd  Jerry  Casey,  and  down  he  went  flat.' 


IRISH    SONGS.  103 

Spoken."}  Yes,  by  my  soul,  down  he  went,  sure 
enough,  and  when  he  was  down  I  gave  him  the  devil's 
own  to  bring  him  up  again,  saying, 

Horo  buglamy,  ditheramy  corragi, 
Horo  buglamy,  row  de  row  row. 

Now  the  foe  is  all  scatter'd, 
Wilh  heads  and  limbs  batter'd, 
Whack  goes  shellelagh,  with  joyful  huzza; 

My  rival,  big  Jerry, 

In  a  devil  of  a  hurry, 
Frowns  on  my  Judy  and  then  runs  away; 

Och!  the  joy  that  this  gave  me, 

Faith,  never  will  leave  me, 
I  kiss'd  my  sweet  cratur,  and  squeez'd  her  soft  fist; 

I'll  be  my  own  speaker, 

And  my  own  I  will  make  her, 
And  be  true  to  my  Judy,  as  the  sun  to  the  east — 

Spoken.]  Aye,  by  the  powers!  and  if  any  one  in- 
sults my  darling,  I'll  take  my  blackthorn  in  my  fist,  Ju- 
dy shall  put  a  stone  in  her  stocking,  and  we'll  go  thro* 
the  fair  singing, 

Horo  buglamy,  &c. 
Next  homeward  retiring. 
Each  sweetheart  admiring, 
And  binding  the  wounds  of  each  favorite  swain* 
Recounting  the  actions 
Between  the  two  factions, 
And  swearing  to  fight  if  we  meet  them  again: 
Next  morning,  what  pity, 
With  mournful  ditty, 

I  weep  over  Jerry   for  breaking  his  sconce; 
We  embrace  one  another 
Like  brother  and  brother, 
The  piper's  play  up  and  we  join  in  the  dance — 

Spoken.]  Yes,  and  we're  always  bette*  friends  af- 
ter beating  one  another,  than  ever  we  w  ire  before 
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and,  whilst  the  piper  plays,  we  drown  animosity  in  th« 
real  stuff,  and  sing, 

Horo  buglamy,  &c. 

SHANNON'S  FLOWERY   BANKS. 

IN  summer  when  the  leaves  were  green,  and  blossoms 

deck'd  each  tree, 
Young  Teddy  then  declar'd  his  love,  his  artless  love 

to  me; 
On  Shannon's  flovv'ry  banks  we  sat,  and  there  he  told 

his  tale, 

0,  Patty,  softest  of  thy  sex!  0,  let  fond  love  prevail! 
Ah,  well-a-day,  you  see  me  pine  in  sorrow  and  despair, 
Yet  heed  me  not,  then   let   me  die,  and  end   my  grief 

and  care. 
Ah,  no  dear  youth,  I  softly  said,  such  love  demands  my 

thanks, 
And  here  I  vow  eternal   truth — on   Shannon's  flow'ry 

banks. 

And  here  we  vow'd  eternal  truth  on  Shannon's  flow'ry 

banks, 
And  then  we  gather'd  sweetest  flow'rs,  and  play'd  such 

artless  pranks; 
But,  woe  is  me!  the  press-gang  came,  and   forc'd  my 

Ted  away 

Just  when  we  nam'd  next  morning  fair  to  be  our  wed- 
ding-day. 
1  My  love,'  he   cried,  *  they  force  me  hence,  but  still 

my  heart  is  thine; 
*  All  peace  be  yours,  my  gentle  Pat,  while  war  and  toil 

be  mine: 
« With  riches,  I'll  return  to  thee.'  I  sobb'd  out  words 

of  thanks — 
And  then  he  vow'd  eternal  truth  on  Shannon's  flow'ry 

banka 
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And  then  we  vovv'd  eternal  truth  on  Shannon's  flow'ry 

banks, 
And  then  I  saw  him  sail  away  and  join  the   hostile 

ranks; 
From  morn  to  eve  for  twelve  dull  months,  his  absence 

sad  I  mourn'd, 
The  peace  was  made — the  ship  came  back — but  Teddy 

ne'er  return'd! 
His  beauteous  face,  his  manly  form,  has  won  a  nobler 

fair — 

My  Teddy's  false,  and  I,  forlorn,  must  die  in  sad  de- 
spair, 
Ye  gentle  maidens,  see  me  laid,  while  you  stand  round 

in  ranks, 
And  plant  a  willow  o'er  my  head  on  Shannon's  flow'ry 

banks. 


LARKY  CARNEY. 

WHEN  a  man  that's  in  service  is  out  of  employ, 

He's  confin'd  to  be  roving  all  day; 
What  he  wants  he  may  whistle  for:  I  wish  him  joy 

Of  the  meals  that  wo'nt  come  in  his  way. 

Spoken.]  0,  for  a  nice  pitchfork  eel  and  a  cold  slice 
of  melted  butter  to  it;  or  a  turban  and  lobster  sauce; 
or  the  lovely  beefsteak  lining  that  makes  the  under 
crust  of  pigeon  pye!  O,  don't  mention  it!  «  There's  a 
time  for  all  things,'  they  say,  but  I  know  no  more  about 
dinner-time  than  a  cat  does  of  churning  salt-butter. — 
*  No  Song  no  Supper,'  is  another  old  saw,  but  though  I 
sing  all  day,  sorrow  the  taste  of  supper  I  get  morning, 
noon  or  night. 
Which  makes  me  now  lament  and  say, 

(Imitation  of  the  original  singer.) 
'  May  we  ne'er  want  a  friend,  or  a  bottle  to  give  him.' 
5* 
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Like  an  owl  that  sits  moping  I  wander  about, 

And  stand  kicking  my  heels  as  I  go; 
And  without  a  new  service  shall  soon  be,  no  donbt, 

Out  of  elbows  from  top  to  the  toe. 

Spoken.1  I  hav'nt  a  whole  thread  upon  me  that 
isn't  in  tatters,  and  if  I  keep  Lent  much  longer,  I'll  be 
a  perfect  rag-bag  of  bones.  I'm  a  great  mind  to  travel 
to  London,  where  they  say  the  flint-stones  in  the  street 
are  all  gold;  and  the  pigs,  plum-puddings,  and  other 
poultry,  run  about  ready  dressed,  crying,  '  Cut  and 
come  again.'  No  I  won't,  for  though  I  am  out  of 
bread,  I  know  on  which  side  it's  buttered;  and  though 
London  may  be  the  place  for  the  *  loaves  and  fishes,' 
(Imitation  of  the  original  singer.) 

'  They're  fishermen  all,  fishermen  all; 

«Tol  de  rol  lol,  fishermen  all.' 

0,  Ireland,  why  from  thee  did  ever  I  stray? 

While  I  stop  here,  'mid  pother  and  strife, 
I'd  better  go  back;  for  if  here  I  should  stay 

I'll  be  kilt  all  the  rest  of  my  life. 

Spoken."]  I've  made  up  my  mind  at  first  sight,  be- 
cause second  thoughts  are  best,  I'll  be  married  to  Pat- 
ty, and  if  she  won't  have  me,  I'll  die  an  old  maid  for 
her  sake;  though  I  could  return  to  Kilkenny  and  wed  old 
Deborah  Dogherty,  whose  first  husband  died  the  day 
before  they  were  married,  and  left  her  a  disconsolate 
widow. 

(Imitation  of  the  original  singer.) 
«  With  a  rich  pair  of  pockets  o'erflowing  with  charms, 

*  And  very  much  in   fashion,  for  she'd  very  littl« 

clothes,' 
1  The  old  maid  cast  a  roguish  eye, 

'  A t  me,  says  I,  O,  great  Ramchoodra* 
•  You  love  dancing,  so  do  I.* 

Ri  tol  lol,  &c. 
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THE  SPRIG  OF  SHELLELAGH. 

OCH,  love  is  the  soul  of  a  nate  Irishman, 
He  loves  all  the  lovely,  loves  all  that  he  can, 

With  his  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green 
His  heart  is  good  humoured — 'tis  honest  and  sound, 
No  malice  or  hatred  is  there  to  be  found, 
He  courts  and  he  marries,  he  drinks  and  he  fights, 
For  love,  all  for  love,  for  in  that  he  delights, 

With  his  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green 

Who  has  ere  had  the  luck  to  see  Donnybrook  fair, 
An  Irishman  all  in  his  glory  is  there, 

With  his  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green; 
His  clothes  spick  and  span  new  without  ever  a  speck, 
A  neat  Barcelona  tied  round  his  neck; 
He  goes  to  a  tent  and  he  spends  ha'f  a  crown, 
He  meets  with  a  friend  and  for  love  knocks  him  down, 

With  his  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green. 

At  evening  returning,  as  homeward  he  goes, 

His  heart  soft  with    whiskey,  his   head  soft  with  blows 

From  a  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green; 
He  meets  with  his  Shelah,  who,  blushing  a  smile, 
Cries,  '  get  ye  gone,  Pat,'  yet  consents   all  the   while; 
To  the   priest   then  they  go — and,  nine   months  after 

that, 
A  fine  baby  cries  out,  '  how  d'ye  do,  father  Pat, 

With   your    sprig    of  shellelagh    and    shamrock   so 
green!' 

Additional  verse. 

Bless  the  country,  say  I,  that  gave  Patrick  his  birth, 
Bless  the  land  of  the  oak,  and  its  neighboring  earth, 

Where  grows  the  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green, 
May  the  sons  of  the  Thames,  the  Tweed  and  the  Shan 

non, 

Drub  the  foe  who  dares  plant  on  our  confines  a  cannon; 
United  and  happy,  at  loyalty's  shrine, 
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May  the  rose,  leek,  and  thistle,  long  flourish  and  twirw 
Round  a  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green. 


NED   GROGAN. 

NED  Grogan,  dear  joy,  was  the  son  of  his  mother, 

And  as  like  her,  it  seems,  as  one  pea  to  another; 

But  to  find  out  his  dad  he  was  put  to  the  rout, 

As  many  folks  wiser  have  been,  joy,  no  doubt. 

To  this  broth  of  a  boy  oft  his  mother  would  say, 

'  When  the   moon  shines,  my  jewel,  be   making  your 

hay; 

Always  ask  my  advice,  when  the  business  is  done; 
For  two  heads,  sure,  you'll  own,  are  much  better  than 

one.' 

Spoken.}  So,  Neddy,  taking  it  into  his  pate  to  fetch 
a  walk  over  to  England,  stepped  to  ask  the  advice  of 
his  second  head;  but  by  St.  Patrick,  a  drop  of  the  cra- 
ture  had  made  her  speechless,  and  so  being  dead  into 
the  bargain,  all  that  he  could  get  out  of  her  was 
Phililu,  boddcroo,  whack,  gramachree. 

Ned's  mother  being  waked,  to  England  he  came,  sir, 
Big  with  hopes  of  promotion,  of  honor,  and  fame,  sir, 
Where  a  snug  birth  he  got,  d'ye  mind,  by  my  soul, 
To  be  partner,  dear  joy,  with  a  knight  of  the  pole; 
For  Larry  to  teach  him  his  art  proving  willing, 
Soon  taught  him  the  changes  to  ring  with  a  shilling, 
And  that  folks,  when  not  sober,  are  easily  won; 
Which  proves  that  two  heads,  joy,  are  better  than  one. 

Spoken.]  Och,  to  be  sure  and  they  didn't  carry  on  a 
roaring  trade,  till  Larry  having  the  misfortune  to  take 
a  drop  too  much  at  the  Old  Bailey,  poor  Grogan  wa» 
once  more  lei  alone  to  sing 

Phililu,  &C. 
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Left  alone,  sure,  O'Grogan  set  up  for  himself, 
Got  a  partner,  and  'twixt  them  got  plenty  of  pelf; 
And  because  he  was  plas'd  with  a  hatchelor's  life, 
Married  Katty  O'Dcody  who  made  him  her  wife. 
For  some  time  they  play'd  joy,  like  kittens  so  frisky, 
Till  Katty,  och  hone,  took  to  drinking  of  whiskey; 
Sold  his  sticks,  and  away  with  his  partner  did  run, 
Proving  still  that  two  heads  are  much  better  than  one 

Spoken.']  Och,  bad  luck  to  her!  cried  Grogan:  to  be 
sure,  I  took  her  for  better  or  worse;  but  since  she's 
proved  all  worse  and  no  better,  faith!  her  loss  makes 
me  sing  Phililu,  &c. 

FAREWELL  TO  MY   HARP. 

TUNE — 'JWi0  Langolee.' 
DEAR  harp  of  my  country!  in  darkness  I  found  thee, 

The  cold  chain  of  silence  had  hung  o'er  '.hee  long, 
When  proudly  my  own  Island  Harp  I  unbound  thee, 

And  gave  all  thy  chords  to  light,  freedom,  and  song; 
The  warm  lay  of  love,  and  the  light  note  of  gladness, 

Have  waken'd  thy  fondest,  thy  liveliest  thrill; 
But  so  oft  hast  thou  echoed  the  deep  sig.h  of  sadness, 

That  even  in  thy  mirth  it  will  steal  from  thee  still. 

Dear  harp  of  my  country!  farewell  to  thy  numbers, 

This  sweet  wreath  of  song  is  the  last  we  shall  twine, 
Go — sleep  with  the  sunshine  of  fame  on  thy  slumbers. 

Till  touch'd  by  some  hand  less  unworthy  than  mine 
If  the  pulse  of  the  patriot,  soldier,  or  lover, 

Have  throbb'd  at  our  lay,  'tis  thy  glory  alone; 
I  was  but  as  the  wind  passing  heedlessly  over, 

And  all  the  wild  sweetness  I  wak'd  was  thy  own! 

THE  IRISH  HAYMAKER. 

AND  did  you  ne'er  hear  of  an  Irish  haymaker 
One  Mr.  O'Rafferty?— Then  it  is  me; 
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And  my  father  he  was,  yes  he  was,  a  stay-makei, 
And  I  am  the  whalebone  he  danced  on  his  knee, 

And  och!  ever  since  with  the  girls  I've  been  jigging, 
Who  cry,  but  don't  mean  it,  '  Pat  leave  me  alone, 

Then  for  whiskey,  I  an't,  joy,  eternally  swigging, 
By  my  soul  from  the  cradle  I've  suck'd  it,  I  own. 

Then  what  d'ye  think  of  an  Irish  haymaker? 

Och1!  an't  he  a  devil  the  lasses  to  smack? 
With  his  didderoo-bub,  and  his  little  shellelagh, 

Sing  up  and  down  friskey,  and  fire  away  whack. 

There's  Judy  M 'Brawn,  and  I  ne'er  will  forsake  her, 

For,  faith  we  are  tied,  so  I  can't  get  away, 
Then,  she  sings  like   an   owl,  when  the   maggot  does 

take  her, 
And  growls,  bites,  and  scratches,  the  long  summer's 

day. 
Then  her  friend  as  she  calls  him,  one  Teddy  O'Shaf- 

ferty, 

To  be  sure  she  don't  hug  him  as  puss  did  the  mouse, 
While  he  fondles,  and  calls   her  his  sweet   Mrs.  Raf- 

ferty, 

What  a  blessing  to  have  such  a  friend  in  a  house! 

Then  what,  &c. 

Then  do  what  I  will,  or  wherever  I'm  walking, 

By   my  soul,  I   am   watch 'd,  night   and  day,  out  of 

sight, 
Nor  the  devil  a  word  they  believe  when  I'm  talking, 

As  if  I  was  given  to  swear  black  is  white, 
One  day,  to  be  sure,  I  looked  into  a  kitchen, 

And  saw  the  pot  boiling,  but  not  for  poor  Pat; 
But  for  love  and  for  thieving  I'd  always  an  itching, 

So  I  took  out  the  mutton  and  popped  in  the  cat 

Now  what,  &c. 

Och,  luck  to  sweet  summer,  the  fields,  and  the  lasseai 
For  sure  we  don't  frisk  it  up  hill  and  down  dale, 
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And  then  the  dull  hours  so  merrily  passes, 

When  we  can't  catch  the  pig  for  the  grease  on  his 

tail. 

But  the  best  joke  of  all,  and  it's  joy  past  expressing, 
E'en  the  thought  of  it  now  makes  me  burn  with  de 

light, 

Is  Shelah's  soft  lips,  when  I  give  her  a  blessing, 
While  we  roll  in  the  hay  on  a  sunshiny  night. 

Now  what,  &c. 


IRISH  PROVIDENCE. 

TUNE—'  Sprig  of  Shell 'elagh. 
MY  darling  says  Pat,  to  his  spouse  on  his  lap, 
At  this  present  moment  we're  not  worth  a  rap, 

With  our  faces  so  lean,  and  our  duds  on  our  backs, 
Our  cow  and  pig,  my  dear  Norah,  are  dead, 
Not  a  single  potatoe  is  left  us  for  bread, 
The  science  of  ploughing  my  father  taught  me, 
So  I'll  e'en  try  the  water  and  plough  salt  sea— 

With  my  jill,  sing  Jack,  sing  Biblio  whack. 

Says  Norah,  when  you're  on  the  ocean,  my  life, 
Sure  Providence  then  will  take  care  of  your  wife, 

For  no  babies  have  we,  not  a  Jill  nor  a  Jack; — 
But  when  Pat  was  away,  what  did  Providence  do?— 
Made  the  Squire  build  for  Norah  a  cabin  quite  new 
He  furnished  it  gaily,  to  dry  up  her  tears, 
And  he  peopled  it  too  in  the  space  of  three  years,— 

With  his  Jill,  sing  Jack,  sing  Biblio  whack. 

But  when  Paddy  return'd  how  it  gladdened  his  heart, 
To  see  his  dear  Norah  so  fine  and  so  smart, 

With  her  rings  in  her  ears  and  her  silks  on  her  back, 
And  who  furnished  for  you  this  cabin,  says  Pat? 
*Twas  Providence,  says  Norah,  himself  that  did  that 
Then  Providence,  Pat  cried,  as  looking  arc  and, 
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Is  the  neatest  upholsterer  ever  was  found, — 
With  his  Jill,  sing  Jack,  sing  Biblio  whack. 

Then  Norah,  dear  Norah,  tell  me,  if  you  please, 
Whose  four  little  chubby-cheeked  rascals,  are  these? 

These  little  gossoons,  with  their  locks  all  so  black — 
They  are  mine,  Pat,  by  Providence  sent  do  you  see, — 
Oh!  botheration,  says  Pat,  but  that  don't  humbug  me 
For  if  Providence  minds  to  send  legs  to  your  chairs, 
Sure  he'll  never  forget  to  send  fathers  for  heirs — 

With  his  Jill,  sing  Jack,  sing  Biblio  whack. 

Oh!  Norah,  when  I've  been  upon  the  salt  sea, 
By  St.  Patrick,  you've  been  a  big  traitress  to  me: 

May  whiskey  console  me  for  I'm  on  the  rack; 
For  if  Providence  peoples  my  cabin  with  brats, 
While  I'm  sailing  over  live  herrings  and  sprats, 
Mr.  Deputy  Providence  never  will  do,- 
So  to  him  and  Old  Nick  I'll  kick  babies  and  you — 

Sing  Jill,  sing  Jack,  sing  Biblio  whack. 


OH!  WHEN  I  BREATH'D  A  LAST  ADIEU. 
TUNE — «  Within  this  village  dwells  a  maid.1 
On!  when  1  breath'd  a  last  adieu 

To  Erin's  vales  and  mountains  blue, 
Where  nurs'd  by  hope  my  moments  flew 

In  life's  unclouded  spring; 
Tho'  on  the  breezy  deck  rcclin'd, 

J  listen'd  to  the  rising  wind, 
What  fetters  could  restrain  the  mind 

That  rov'd  on  fancy's  wing? 

Mie  bore  lae  to  the  woodbine  bow'r, 
Where  oft  I  pass'd  the  twilight  hour, 

Where  first  I  felt  love's  thrilling  pow'r. 
From  Kathleen's  beaming  eye: 

Again  I  watch'd  her  flushing  breast; 
Her  honey'd  lip  again  was  press'd; 
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Again,  by  sweet  confession  blest, 
I  drank,  each  melting  sigh. 

Dost  thou,  Kathleen,  my  loss  deplore, 

And  lone  on  Erin's  emerald  shore, 
In  memory  trace  the  love  I  bore; 

On  all  our  transports  dwell? 
Can  I  forget  the  fataJ  day 

That  call'd  me  from  thy  arms  away, 
When  nought  was  left  me  but  to  say 

«  Farewell,  my  love — farewell!' 


THE  TWIG  OF  SHELALY. 

MULROONEY'S  my  name,  I'm  comical  boy, 

A  tight  little  lad  at  Shelarly; 
St.  Paddy  wid  whiskey  he  suckled  me,  joy, 

Among  the  sweet  bogs  of  Kelaly! 
The  world  I  began  with  the  prospect  so  fair, 
My  dad  was  worth  nothing,  and  I  was  his  heir; 
So  all  my  estate  was  a  heart  free  from  care, 

And  a  tight  little  twig  of  Shelaly. 

"  Turn  captain,*'  cried  dad,  "  and  if  kilt  in  de  strife, 

Success  and  long  life  to  Shelaly! 
Your  fortune  is  made  all  the  rest  of  your  life, 

As  sure  as  there's  bogs  in  Kelaly." 
But  thinks  I,  spite  of  what  fame  and  glory  bequeath, 
How  conceited  I'd  look  in  a  fine  laurel  wreath, 
Wid  my  head  in  my  mouth  to  stand  picking  my  teetb^ 

Wid  a  tight  little  twig  of  Shelaly. 

Yet  firmly  both  Ireland  and  England  I'll  aid, 

The  lands  of  oak  stick  and  Shelaly; 
For  now  these  two  sisters  are  man  and  wife  made, 

As  sure  as  there's  bogs  in  Kelaly. 

H 
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I'll  still  for  their  friends  have  a  heart  Harm  and  true, 
To  their  foes  give  my  hand,  for  what  else  can  I  do? 
Yes,  I'll  give  'em  rny  hand — but,  along  widit  too, 
A  tight  little  twig  of  Shelaly. 


LET  ERIN  REMEMBER. 
TUNE—'  The  Red  Fox.' 

LET  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old, 

Ere  faithless  sons  betray'd  her; 
When  Malachi  wore  the  collar  of  gold, 

Which  he  won  from  her  proud  invader; 
When  her  king,  with  standard  of  green   unfurl'd 

Led  the  Red  Branch  knights  to  danger, 
Ere  the  emerald  gem  of  the  western  world 

Was  set  in  the  crown  of  a  stranger. 

On  Lough-Neagh's  bank,  as  the  fisherman  strays. 

When  the  clear  cold  eve's  declining, 
He  sees  the  round  towers  of  other  days, 

In  the  wave  beneath  him  shining! 
Thus  shall  memory  often,  in  dreams  sublime, 

Ca*ch  a  glimpse  of  the  days  that's  over; 
Thus  sighing,  look  through  the  wave  of  time, 

For  the  long  faded  glories  they  cover. 
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AWAY,  TO  THE  MOUNTAIN'S  BROW 

AWA.Y!  away,  to  the  mountain's  brow, 

Where  the  trees  are  gently  waving, 
Away!  away,  to  the  mountain's  brow 

Where  the  stream  is  gently  laving, 
And  beauty,  my  love,  on  thy  cheek  shall  dweJJ, 

Like  the  rose  as  it  opes  to  the  day, 
While  the  zephyr  that  breathes  thro'  the  flow'ry  dell, 

Shakes  the  sparkling  dew-drops  away. 

Away!  away,  to  the  mountain's  brow,  &c. 

Away!  away,  to  the  rocky  glen, 

Where  the  deer  are  wildly  bounding, 
And  the  hills  shall  echo  in  gladness  again, 

To  the  hunter's  bugle  sounding. 
While  beauty,  my  love,  on  thy  cheek  shall  dwell, 

Like  the  rose  as  it  opes  to  the  day, 
While  the  zephyr  that  breathes  thro'  the  flow'ry  dell, 

Shakes  the  sparkling  dew-drops  away. 

Away!  away,  to  the  rocky  glen   &C. 


SONG  OF  THE  SKATERS. 

THIS  bleak  and  chilly  morning, 
With  fros^  the  trees  adorning, 
Though  Phoebus  below 
Were  all  in  a  glow, 
Through  the  sparkling  snow 
A  skating  we  go, 

With  a  fal,  lal,  la, 

To  the  sound  of  the  merry  horn 
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From  right  to  left  we're  plying, 
Swifter  than  wind  we're  flying, 
Spheres  on  spheres  surrounding, 
Health  and  strength  abounding, 
In  circles  we  swing: 
Our  poise  still  we  keep, 
Behold  how  we  sweep 
The  face  of  the  deep, 

With  a  fal,  lal,  &C. 

Great  Jove  looks  down  with  wonder, 
To  view  his  sons  of  thunder: 
Though  the  waters  he  seal, 
We  rove  on  our  heel, 
Our  weapons  are  steel, 
And  no  danger  we  feel. 

With  a  fal,  lal,  &c. 

See,  see,  our  band  advances, 
See  how  they  join  in  dances, 
Horns  and  trumpets  sounding, 
Rocks  and  hills  rebounding, 
Let  Tritons  now  blow, 
And  call  as  their  foe, 
For  Neptune  below 
His  beard  dare  not  show. 

With  a  fal,  lal,  &c. 


THE  MELLOW  HORN. 

AT  dawn  Aurora  gaily  breaks, 

In  all  her  proud  attire, 
Majestic  o'er  the  glassy  lakes 

Reflecting  liquid  fire; 
All  nature  smiles  to  usher  in 

The  blushing  queen  of  morn, 
And  Huntsmen  with  the  day  begin 

To  wind  the  mellow  horn. 
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At  eve  when  gloomy  shades  obscure 

The  tranquil  shepherd's  cot, 
When  tinkling  bells  are  heard  no  more 

And  daily  toil  forgot; 
'Tis  then  the  sweet  enchanting  note, 

On  zephyrs  gently  borne, 
With  witching  cadence  seems  to  float 

Around  the  mellow  horn. 


THE  FISHER'S  SONG. 

WHEN  morning's  light  is  gently  breaking 

Along  the  ocean's  placid  tide, 
And  when  the  breeze  is  first  awaking, 

O'er  the  wave  we  gaily  ride. 
Unfurl  the  sail,  with  caution  steer, 

The  wily  nets  prepare, 
To  yonder  crag,  our  bark  we'll  bring, 
our  bark  we'll  bring, 

And  seize,  and  seize  with  joy  the  ocean's  King, 
And  seize,  and  seize  with  joy  the  ocean's  King, 
The  wily  nets  prepare, 
The  wily  nets  prepare, 
To  yonder  crag  our  bark  we'll  bring, 

our  bark  to  anchor  bring, 

And  seize  with  joy,  &C. 

We  leave  our  huts  when  day  is  dawning: 
And  mark  the  bright  sun's  early  ray, 

And  then  all  toil  and  danger  scorning, 
O'er  waves  of  blue  we  speed  away. 

Our  bark  rides  gaily  on  again, 
In  silence  o'er  the  main, 

And  when  the  western  breezes  spring, 

the  breezes  spring, 

We  seize,  we  seize  with  joy  the  ocean's  King, 

We  seize,  we  seize  with  joy  the  ocean's  King, 
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In  silence  o'er  the  main, 

In  silence  o'er  the  main, 

And  when  the  western  breezes  spring, 

the  western  breezes  spring, 

We  seize  with  joy,  &«. 

THE  HUNTER'S  HORN. 

SWIFT  from  the  covert  the  merry  pack  fled, 
While  bounding  they  sprang  over  valley  and  mead; 
Wide-spreading  his  antlers,  erected  his  head, 

The  stag  his  enemies  scorning. 

O  had  you  seen  then,  through  torrent,  through  brake, 
Each  sportsman  right  gallant  his  rival  race  take, 
'T  would  please  beauty's  ear  to  have  heard  echo  wake 

To  the  hunter's  horn  in  the  morning. 

Clear'd  was  the  forest,  the  mountain  pass'd  o'er; 

Yet  freshly  their  riders  the  willing  steeds  bore: 

The  river  roll'd  deep  where  the  stag  spurn'd  the  shore, 

Yet  own'd  no  timorous  warning. 
So  close  was  he  follow'd,  the  foam  where  he  sprung, 
Encircled  and  sparkled  the  coursers  among, 
While  the  dogs  of  the  chase  the  rude  melody  rung, 

To  the  hunter's  horn  in  the  morning. 

THE  SWISS  HUNTER'S  WELCOME  HOME. 

WHILE  the  hunter  o'er  the  mountain,  at   daybreak  i» 

bounding, 

By  the  wild  rilly  fountain,  the  chamois  descries; 
Through  the  mist  of  the  morning,  his  hallo  resounding 
Every  fear  nobly  scorning,  still  onward  he  flies. 
When  the  hunter  o'eMhe  mountain, 

At  daybreak  is  bounding, 
By  the  wild  rilly  fountain, 

The  chamois  descries,  the  chamois,  &c. 
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He  tracks  in  the  snow  print,  the  flight  of  the  ranger; 

He  brushes  the  dew-tint,  where  cataracts  foam; 
The  hunter  pursuing,  surmounts  every  danger, 

The  swift  chase  renewing,  till  night   calls  him  home. 
When  the  hunter  o'er  the  mountain, 

At  daybreak  is  bounding, 
In  search  of  the  chamois, 

Unwearied  he  flies,  unwearied  he  flies. 

From  the  toil*  of  the  chase,  the  bold  hunter  returning, 

With  joy  views  his  cot,  in  the  valley  below, 
When  the  hunter  o'er  the  mountain,  from  the  chase  is 

returning, 

To  his  cot  near  the  fountain,  with  rapture  he  flies. 
Then  content  in  his  cottage, 

While  gently  reposing, 
From  woman's  bright  smile. 

Meets  a  sweet  welcome  home,  a  sweet,  &c. 

HUNTSMAN'S  SONG  AND  CHORUS. 

OH!  what  can  compare  to  the  huntsman's  bold  pleas- 
ure! 

For  whom  is  the  goblet  so  rich  and  so  free? 
To  rise  from  the  grass  at  the  horn's  cheering  measure, 

And  follow  the  stag  thro'  the  forest  and  lea. 
Oh!  these  are  enjoyments  that  lighten  and  cheer  us, 
Give  strength  to  the  frame,  and  delight  to  the  soul: 
When  rocks  with  their  echoes,  and  forests  are  near  us, 
More   free   sounds  the   pledge  from  lac  full  flowing 

howl. 

Yo  ho!  tral  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la, 
When  rocks  with  their  ecb./es,  their  echoes  are  near 

us, 
More   free  sounds  the  pledge  from  the  full  flow'-P 

bowl, 
Yo  ho!  tral  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 
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Diana  at  night  shines  brilliantly  o'er  us, 

And  aids  us  with  coolness  and  shadows  by  day. 
To  chase  the  grim  wolf  from  his  covert  before  us, 

And  bring  the  wild  boar  in  his  fury  to  bay. 
Oh!  these  are  enjoyments  that  lighten  and   cheer  us. 

Give  strength  to  the  frame  and  delight  to  the  soul: 
When  rocks  with  their  echoes  and  forests  are  near  us 

More   free   sounds  the  pledge   from   the   full  flowing 
bowl. 

Yo  ho!  &c. 


THE  CRY  OF  THE  HOUNDS. 

THE  gray  eye  of  morning  was  dear  to  my  youth, 

When  I  sprung  like  the  roe  from  my  bed, 
With  the  glrw  of  the  passions,  the  feelings  of  truth, 

And  the  light  hand  of  time  on  my  head; 
For  that  't  was  my  max;m  through  life  to  be  free, 

And  so  spent  my  short  moments  away, 
The  cry  of  the  hounds  was  the  music  for  me, 

My  glory  the  dawn  of  the  day. 

In  yellow-leaved  autumn  the  haze  of  the  moon, 

Gave  promise  of  rapture  to  come. 
Then  melodv  woke  in  the  sound  of  the  horn, 

As  we  cheered  the  old  fox  from  his  home; 
The  breeze  and  the  shout  met  the  sun'0  early  beam, 

With  the  village  response  in  full  play, 
All  vigor  mv  steed  leap'J  the  fence  or  the  stream, 

And  was  foremost  at  dawn  of  the  day. 

The  well  tuned  view  halloo  that  shook  the  green  wood, 
And  arrested  the  ploughman's  gay  song, 

Gave  nerve  to  the  hunter's  and  fire  to  the  blood 
Of  the  hounds  as  they  bounded  along; 

And  shall  I  relinquish  this  joy  of  my  heart, 
While  years  with  my  strength  roll  away, 


SPORTING  SONGS.  12» 

Hark!  the  horn,  bring  my  horse,  see,  they're  ready  to 

start, 
Tally  ho!  at  the  dawning  of  day. 

THE  HUNTSMAN. 

THE  sun  from  the  east  tips  the  mountains  with  gold, 
And  the  meadows  all  spangled  with  dew-drops  behold, 
The  lark's  early  matin  proclaims  the  new  day, 
And  the  horn's  cheerful  summons  rebukes  our  delay: 

With  the  sports  of  the  field  there's  no  pleasure  can 
vie, 

While  jocund  we  follow  the  hounds  in  full  cry. 

Let  the  drudge  of  the  town  make  riches  his  sport, 
And  the  slave  of  the  state  hunt  the  smiles  of  the  court: 
Nor  care  nor  ambition  our  patience  annoy, 
But  innocence  still  gives  us  zeal  to  our  joy. 

With  the  sports,  &c. 

Mankind  are  all  hunters  in  various  degree; 
The  priest  hunts  a  living,  the  lawyer  a  fee; 
The  doctor  a  patient,  the  courtier  a  place, 
Though  often,  like  us,  they're  flung  out  with  disgrace. 
With  the  sports,  &c. 

The  cit  hunts  a  plum,  the  soldier  hunts  fame; 
The  poet  a  dinner,  the  patriot  a  name; 
And  the  artful  coquette,  though  she  seems  to  refuse, 
Yet,  in  spite  of  her  airs,  she  her  lover  pursues. 

With  the  sports,  &c. 

Let  the  bold  and  the  busy  hunt  glory  and  wealth, 
All  the  blessing  we  ask,  is  the  blessing  of  health; 
With  hounds  and  with  horns,  through  the  woodlands  to 

roam, 

And  when  tired  abroad,  find  contentment  at  home. 
With  the  sports,  &c. 

6 
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BRIGHT  PHCEBUS. 

BRIGHT  Phoebus  has  mounted  the  chariot  of  day, 
And   the   hounds   and  the  horns   call  each  sportsman 

away; 
Through  meadows   and   woods  with  speed   now  they 

bound, 
Whilst  health,  rosy  health,  is  in  exercise  found 

Hark!  away,  is  the  word  to  the  sound  of  the  horn 
And  echo,  blythe  echo,  makes  jovial  the  morn. 

Each  hill  and  each  valley  is  lovely  to  view, 
While  puss  flies  the  covert,  and  dogs  quick  pursue, 
Behold  where  she  flies  o'er  the  wide  spreading  plain, 
While  the  loud  open  pack  pursue  her  amain. 

Hark!  away,  &c. 

At  length  puss  is  caught,  and  lies  panting  for  breath, 
And  the  shout  of  the  huntsman's  the  signal  for  death, 
No  joys  can  delight  like  the  sports  of  the  field, 
To  hunting  all  pleasure  and  pastime  must  yield. 
Hark!  away,  &c. 

TO  THE   CHASE. 

To  the  chase,  to  the  chase,  on  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
Let  the  hounds  meet  the  sweet  breathing  morn, 

While  full  to  the  welkin  their  notes,  clear  and  shrill, 
Join  the  sound  of  the  heart-cheering  horn. 

What  music  celestial  when  urging  the  race, 

Sweet  echo  repeats — to  the  chase!  to  the  chase! 

Our  pleasure  transports  us,  how  gay  flies  the  hour, 

Sweet  health  and  quick  spirits  attend; 
Nor  sweeter  when  ev'ning  convenes  to  the  bower, 

And  we  meet  the  lov'd  smile  of  a  friend. 
See  the  stag  just  before  us!  he  starts  at  the  cry! 

He  stops — his  strength   fails — speak,   my  friend*-* 
must  he  die. 
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His  innocent  aspect,  while  standing  at  bay, 

His  expression  of  anguish  and  pain, 
All  plead  for  compassion — your  looks  seem  to  say, 

Let  him  bound  o'er  his  forest  again. 
Quick,  release  him  to  dart  o'er  the  neighboring  plain 

Let  him  live — let  him  bound  o'er  the  forest  again. 


THE  FOX  HUNTERS'  ROUND. 

WHEN  Sol  from  the  east  had  illumined  the  sphere, 
And  gilded  the  lawns  and  the  riv'lets  so  clear, 
I  rose  from  my  bed,  and  like  Richard,  I  called 
For  my  horse,  and  my  hounds,  too,  loudly  I  bawled, 
Hark  forward!  my  boys,  Billy  Meadows,  he  cried: 
No  sooner  he  spoke,  but  old  Renard  he  spied; 
Overjoyed  at  the  sight,  we  began  for  to  skip; 
Tontoran  went  the  horn:  and  smack  went  the  whip 

Tom  Bramble  scour 'd  forth,  when,  almost  to  his  chin 
O'erleaping  a  ditch — by  the  lord,  he  leaped  in; 
When,  just  as  it  happ'd,  but  the  sly  master  Ren 
Was  sneakingly  hastening  to  make  to  his  den. 
Then  away  we  pursued,  brake,  cover,  and  wood, 
Not  quickest,  nor  thickest,  our  pleasures  withstood! 
Soho!  master  Renard — Jack  Rivers,  he  cried; 
Old  Ren,  you  shall  die,  daddy  Hawthorn  replied. 

All  gay  as  the  lark,  the  green  woodlands  we  traced, 
While  the  merry  ton'd  horn  inspired  as  we  chased? 
No  longer  poor  Renard  his  strength  could  he  boast, 
To  the   hounds  he  knocked    under  and    gave    up  thfl 

ghost! 

The  sports  of  the  field,  when  concluded  and  o'er, 
We  sound  the  horn  back  again  over  the  moor; 
At  night  take  the  glass,  and  most  cheerily  sing, 
The  fox-hunters'  round,  not  forgetting  the  king. 


24  SPORTING  SONGS. 

AN  ANGLER'S   LIFE. 

AN  angler's  life  has  joys  for  me, 

When  blooming  spring  has  clad  the  plain, 

Each  spray  then  sounds  with  jocund  glee, 
For  spring  brings  pleasure  in  her  train. 

'T  is  then  the  angler's  truest  joy 
To  wander  by  the  lonely  stream; 

Success  repays  his  mild  employ, 

And  pleasure  sheds  her  brightest  beam. 

His  finny  prey  he  gladly  views, 

The  glittering  dace,  the  spangled  trout, 

The  greedy  pope  with  varying  hues, 
Together  on  the  grass  spread  out. 

But  trolling  for  the  tyrant  pike 
He  ever  finds  his  greatest  pride; 

This  eager  fish  he  joys  to  strike, 
The  monarch  of  the  freshened  tide. 

The  angler  envies  no  man's  joys, 

But  his  who  gains  the  greatest  sport, 

With  peace  he  dwells  far  from  the  noise 
And  bustling  grandeur  of  a  court. 

THE  BRIGHT  ROSY  MORNING. 

THE  bright  rosy  morning, 

Peeps  over  the  hills; 
With  blushes  adorning 

The  meadows  and  fields, 
While  the  merry,  merry  horn, 

Calls  come,  come  away; 
Awake  from  your  slumbers, 

And  hail  the  new  day. 

The  stag  rous'd  before  us, 
Away  seems  to  fly; 
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And  pants  to  the  chorus 

Of  hounds  in  full  cry. 
Then  follow,  follow,  follow, 

The  musical  chase; 
Where  pleasure  and  vigor, 

And  health  all  embrace. 

The  day's  sport  when  over, 

Makes  the  blood  circle  right; 
And  gives  the  brisk  lover, 

Fresh  charms  for  the  night. 
Then  let  us,  let  us  now  enjoy, 

All  we  can  while  we  may; 
Let  love  crown  the  night  boys, 

As  our  sports  crown  the  day. 


THE  TIMID  HARE. 

WHEN  morn  'twixt  mountain  and  the  sky 

On  tip-toe  stands,  how  sweet  to  hear 
The  hounds'  melodious  cheerful  cry, 

As  starts  the  game,  possessed  w'lth  fear! 

O'er  brook  and  brake 

Our  course  we  take, 
The  sportsman  knows  no  grief  or  care; 

When  sweet  the  horn, 

Across  the  lawn, 
Awakes  the  trembling  timid  hare. 

Who  panting  flies,  like  freed  from  pain, 
As  trembling,  she  resigns  her  breath, 
The  sportsman  joyous.  leaves  the  plain, 
Well  pleased  to  be  in  the  death: 
Then  sweet  the  horn, 
Across  the  lawn, 

Re-echoes  blithe  both  far  and  near; 
O'er  the  meads  and  downs, 
We  know  no  bounds 
While  coursing  of  the  timid  hare. 
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Then  say  what  pleasure  can  inspire 

To  that  of  coursing?  sweet  employ! 
Except  when  homeward  we  retire, 
Our  bottles  and  our  friend  enjoy: 

The  brook  and  brake, 

We  then  forsake, 
For  sportsmen  know  no  grief  or  care; 

Then  sweet  the  horn, 

Across  the  lawn, 
Awakes  the  trembling,  timid  hare. 


UNKENNEL  THE  HOUNDS. 

UNKENNEL,  uncouple  the  hounds: 

Arid  wind  the  echoing  horn, 
Hark!  hark!  the  huntsman  sounds 

Tantivy  to  welcome  the  morn, 
To  horse,  to  horse,  and  away  we  fly, 
Che\y-ho!  and  hark  forward!  for  Renaid  must  die 

Unkennel,  to  cover  he  flies, 

But  all  his  cunning's  in  vain, 
Yoicks!  yoicks!  the  huntsman  cries, 

Tantivy,  upon  him  again! 
To  earth,  to  earth,  he  would  vainly  try, 
Chevy-ho!  and  hark  forward!  for  Renard  must  die. 
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THE  SAILOR. 

THE  sailor  sighs  as  sinks  his  native  shore, 
As  all  its  lessening  turrets  bluely  fade, 

He  climbs  the  mast  to  feast  his  eyes  once 
And  busy  Fancy  fondly  lends  her  aid. 

Ah!  now  each  dear  domestic  scene  he  knew, 
RecalPd  and  cherish'd  in  a  foreign  clime, 

Charms  with  the  magic  of  a  moonlight  view, 
Its  colors  mellow'd  not  impair'd  by  time. 

True  as  the  needle,  homeward  points  his  heart, 
Through  all  the  horrors  of  the  stormy  main; 

This  the  last  wish  that  would  with  life  depart, 
To  meet  the  smiles  of  her  he  loves  again. 

When  morn  first  faintly  draws  her  silver  line, 
Or  eve's  gray  cloud  descends  to  drink  the  \vavet 

When  sea  and  sky  in  midnight  darkness  join, 
Still,  still  he  views  the  parting  look  she  gave. 

Her  gentle  spirit,  lightly  hovering  o'er, 
Attends  his  little  bark  from  pole  to  pole: 

And  when  the  beating  billows  round  him  roar, 
Whispers  sweet  hope  to  soothe  his  troubled  soul 

Carv'd  is  her  name  in  many  a  spicy  grove, 
In  many  a  plaintain-forest,  waving  wide, 

Where  dusky  youths  in  painted  plumage  rove, 
And  giant  palms  o'er-arch  the  golden  tide. 

But  lo!  at  last  he  comes  with  crowded  sail, 
Lo!  o'er  the  cliff  what  eager  figures  bead. 
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And  hark!  what  mingled  murmurs  swell  the  gale, 
In  each  he  hears  the  welcome  of  a  friend. 

*Tis  she,  'tis  she  herself!  she  waves  her  hand! 

Soon  is  the  anchor  cast,  the  canvass  furl'd; 
Soon  through  the  whitening  surge  he  springs  to  lanfi, 

And  clasps  the  maid  he  singled  from  the  world. 


THE  SAILOR  AND  SOLDIER. 

THE  sailor  he  fears  not  the  roar  of  the  seas, 
But  with  courage  all  danger  surmounts; 

O'er  his  biscuit  and  can  he  reposes  at  ease, 
And  with  pleasure  each  action  recounts. 

Contented,  the  soldier,  in  dreadful  campaign, 
Feels  bless'd,  'midst  the  thunder  of  war; 

Nor  envies  the  sailor,  who  ploughs  the  deep  main, 
Any  prize — but  the  gain  of  a  scar. 

In  Liberty's  cause,  may  the  battles  they've  fought, 

With  freedom  and  peace  be  repaid; 
In  the  terrors  of  war  may  the  honors  they've  sought 

Gain  them  laurels  that  never  may  fade. 

JOE  THE  MARINE. 

POOR  Joe  the  marine,  was  at  Portsmouth  well  known 

No  lad  in  the  corps  dress'd  so  smart; 
The  lasses  ne'er  look'd  on  the  youth  with  a  frown, 

His  manliness  won  every  heart. 
Sweet  Polly,  of  Portsea,  he  took  for  his  bride, 

And  surely  there  never  was  seen 
A  couple  so  gay  march  to  church  side  by  side, 

As  Polly  and  Joe  the  marine. 

The  bright  torch  of  Hymen  was  scarcely  in  blaze, 
When  thundering  drums  they  heard  rattle. 
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And  Joe  in  an  instant  was  forced  to  the  seas 

"To  give  the  bold  enerny  battle. 
The  action  was  dreadful:  each  ship  a  mere  wreck, 

Such  slaughter  few  sailors  have  seen; 
Two  hundred  brave  fellows  lay  strew'd  on  the  deck, 

And  among  them  poor  Joe  the  marine. 

But  victory,  faithful  to  true  British  tars, 

At  length  put  an  end  to  the  fight, 
And  homeward  they  steer'd,  full  of  glory  and  scars, 

And  soon  had  fam'd  Portsmouth  in  sight. 
The  ramparts  were  crowded  the  heroe's  to  greet, 

And  foremost  sweet  Polly  was  seen, 
The  very  first  sailor  she  happened  to  meet, 

Told  the  fate  of  poor  Joe  the  marine. 

The  shock  was  severe,  swift  as  lightning's  fork'd  dart 

Her  poor  head  with  wild  frenzy  fir'd, 
She  flew  from  the  crowd,  softly  cried, '  my  poor  heart!' 

Clasp'd  her  hands,  faintly  sigh'd,  and  expir'd. 
Her  body  was  laid  'neath  a  wide  spreading  yew, 

And  on  a  smooth  stone  may  be  seen, 
One  tear-drop  let  fall,  all  ye  lovers  so  true, 

On  Polly  of  Portsea,  and  Joe,  the  marine. 

MAN  THE  BOAT,  BOYS. 

I'M  a  tough  true  hearted  sailor, 

Careless  and  all  that,  d'ye  see, 
Never  at  the  times  a  railer — 

What  is  time  or  tide  to  me? 
All  must  die  when  fate  shall  will  it, 

Providence  ordains  it  so; 
Every  bullet  has  its  billet, 

Man  the  boat,  boys — Yeo,  heave,  Y«a 

"  Life's  at  best  a  sea  of  trouble, 
**  He  who  fears  it  is  a  dunce; 
1 
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"  Death  to  me  an  empty  bubble, 

"  I  can  never  die  but  once. 
"  Blood,  if  duty  bids,  I'll  spill  it, 

««  Yet  I  have  a  tear  for  woe,'* 

Every  bullet,  &c. 

Shrouded  in  a  hammock,  glory 

Celebrates  the  falling  brave; 
Oh!  how  many  famed  in  story, 

Sleep  below,  in  ocean's  cave. 
Bring  the  can,  boys — let  us  fill  it, 

Shall  we  shun  the  fight!  oh,  no! 

Every  bullet,  &c. 

JACK  AT  THE  OPERA. 

AT  Wapping  I  landed,  and  called  to  hail  Mog, 

She  had  just  shaped  her  course  to  the  play, 
Of  two  rums  and  one  water  I  ordered  my  grog, 

And  to  speak  her  soon  stood  under  way; 
Bjt  the  Haymarket  I  for  old  Drury  mistook, 

Like  a  lubber  so  raw  and  so  soft, 
Half  a  George  handed  out,  at  the  change  did  not 
look, 

Mann'd  the  ratlines  and  went  up  aloft. 

As  I  mounted  to  one  of  the  uppermost  tiers, 

With  many  a  coxcomb  and  flirt, 
Such  a  d — nable  squalling  saluted  my  ears, 

I  thought  ther'd  been  somebody  hurt: 
But  the  devil  a  bit,  'twas  your  outlandish  rips, 

Singing  out  with  their  lanterns  of  jaws, 
You'd  a  swore  you'd   been   taking   of  one  of  theii 
trips 

'Mongst  the  Caftrees  or  wild  Catahaws. 

What's  the  play,  ma'am?  says   I,  to  a  good  naturcd 

tit; 
The  play — 'tis  the  Uproar,  you  quiz, 
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My  timbers,  cried  I  the  name  on't  you've  hit, 

For  the  dovil  of  an  uproar  it  is; 
For  they  pipe  and  they  squeak,  now  below  now  aloft; 

If  it  wan't  for  their  petticoat  gear, 
With  their  squeaking  so  Mollyish,  tender  and  soft, 

One  should  scarcely  know  ma'am  from  mounsieur 

Next  at  kicking  and  dancing  they  took  a  long  spell, 

All  springing  and  bouncing  so  neat, 
And  speciously  one  curious  mad'moiselle, 

Oh!  she  daintily  handled  her  feet; 
But  she   hopped,  and  she  sprawled,  and  spun  round 
so  queer: 

'Twas  you  see  rather  oddish  to  me, 
And  so  I  sung  out,  pray  be  decent  my  dear, 

Consider  I'm  just  come  from  sea. 

T  an't  an  Englishman's  taste,  to  have  none  of  these 
goes, 

So  away  to  the  playhouse  I'll  jog, 
Leaving  all  your  fine  Bantams  and  ma'am  Pharisees 

For  old  Billy  Shakspeare  and  Mog; 
So  I  made  the  theatre  and  hailed  my  dear  spouse, 

She  smiled  as  she  saw  me  approach; 
And  when  I'd  shook  hands,  and  saluted  her  bows, 

We  to  Wapping  set  sail  in  a  coach. 


BEN  CABLE. 

ONE  night,  'twas  at  sea,  in  the  midst  of  a  storm, 

On  board  a  three  decker,  Ben  Cable  was  born; 

In  his  cradle  the  ship,  (which  was  rock'd  by  the  deep,) 

The  whistling  winds  often  lulled  him  to  sleep. 

When  christened,  they  dipp'd  the  boy  in  the  salt  flood. 

And  the  captain  himself  for  his  god-father  stood; 

From  infancy  thus,  little  Ben  was  inured 

To  tempests  and  storms,  which  he  bravely 
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On  board  from  his  youth,  till  to  manhood  he  grew, 

Ben  still  was  the  pride  and  delight  of  the  ciew; 

Even  foremost  was  he  at  humanity's  call, 

No  danger  could  ever  his  courage  appal. 

If  a  friend  or  a  foe,  in  distress  hove  in  sight, 

Though  the   white  foaming  ocean  then  run  mountain! 

high; 

*Twas  nothing  to  Ben,  if  his  efforts  could  save 
One  unfortunate  wretch  from  a  watery  grave. 

In  many  a  battle  where  cannon  have  roared, 

And  heroes  have  fallen,  whom  their  country  adored; 

Where  the  danger  was  great,  there  Ben  you  might  find. 

For  his  country  his  life  he'd  have  freely  resigned. 

His  duty  none  better  than  Ben  ever  knew, 

And  he  fought  as  a  true  Yankee  seaman  should  do; 

But  the  fight  being  done,  he  would  drink  grog  and  send 

Round  the  toast,  of  success  and   long  life  to  his  friend. 


THE  SHIP  ON  FIRE 

FROM  Plymouth,  in  the  Vulcan,  we  set  sail, 

Three  hundred  was  the  number  of  our  crew, 
We  left  Old  England  with  a  fine  brisk  gale, 

And,  sighing,  bade  our  girls  a  long  adieu; 
For  five  long  months  propitious  proved  the  wind, 

That  swiftly  bore  us  o'er  the  billowy  main, 
Thus  all  went  cheerily,  for  Fate  was  kind, 

Each  thought  to  see  his  native  land  again. 

Now  mark  the  change!  'twas  midnight,  and  the  blast 

In  fury  drove  us  o'er  the  foaming  flood, 
With  blackest  horror  was  the  sky  o'ercast, 

When,  lo!  the  cry  was  heard  that  thrilled  our  blood, 
To  work,  all  hands!  to  work,  she's  fired  below, 

Secure  the  gun-room,  or  we're  blown  on  high, 
Pour  on  yet  faster,  let  the  torrents  flow, 

For  see  the  curling  flames  mount  to  the  sky. 
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Heave  o'er  the  boat,  the  gallant  captain  cried, 

Let's  save,  at  least,  some  sturdy  hearts  and  true, 
The  boat  was  hove,  but  danger  all  defied — 

'  Good  captain,  we'll  not  budge,  but  die  with  you! 
Then  down  we  knelt,  and  prayed  to  heaven  ibr  grace, 

*  Have  mercy  on  us,  since  all  hope  is  past,' 
Each  rose  and  gave  his  fellow  one  embrace, 

Then,  plunging  'mid  the  billows,  sought  his  last. 

To  splinters  was  the  vessel  instant  blown, 

The  crash  still  adding  to  the  tempest's  roar, 
I  saw  my  messmates  struggling,  heard  them  groan, 

While  clinging  to  a  plank,  I  gained  the  shore. 
Thus  of  three  hundred  I  alone  am  left, 

To  tell  our  hopes  and  fears,  and  perils,  dire, 
To  paint  a  seaman's  anguish,  when  bereft 

Of  friends  and  messmates  by  consuming  fire. 

JACK  AND  I  SAW  THEM  NO  MORE. 

JACK  and  I  were  both  messmates  a  long  time  at  sea, 

And  many's  the  battle  we've  fought, 
Vet  fear  d'ye  mind,  never  touched  him  or  me, 

Though  oft  on  our  sweethearts  we've  thought. 
For  Jack  loved  his  Kitty  as  dear  as  his  soul, 

And  Poll  was  my  comfort  on  shore, 
And  the  angel  of  truth  did  our  love  vows  enrol, 

Though  Jack  and  1  saw  them  no  more, 
No  more, 

And  Jack  and  I  saw  them  no  more. 

'Twas  long  on  the  ocean,  tossed  upwards  and  down» 

We'd  been  from  our  charmers  away, 
Had  gained  by  hard  service  some  gold  arid  renown, 

Their  fondness  and  love  to  repay; 
But  shame  on  report  and  each  slanderous  tongue, 

That  whispered  ill  tidings  on  shore: 
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For  malice  too  busy,  our  death-knell  had  rung, 
And  Jack  and  I  saw  them  no  more, 

No  more, 
And  Jack  and  I  saw  them  no  more. 

Two  landsmen  to  win  their  affections,  d'ye  see, 

Had  tned  every  art,  but  in  vain; 

When  falsehood  gave  out,  we  were  both  wreck 'd  at 
sea, 

And  found  a  cold  grave  in  the  main. 
Poll  and  Kate  heard  the  tale,  but  a  word  never  spoke, 

Each  fell  like  a  larnb  on  the  floor; 
The  functions  of  life  from  that  moment  were  broke, 

And  Jack  and  I  saw  them  no  more, 

No  more, 

And  Jack  and  1  saw  them  no  more. 


FAME  AND  GLORY. 

WHEN  first  he  left  his  native  shore, 

To  wander  o'er  the  trackless  main, 
Tom  sighed  to  think  that  he  no  more, 

His  native  land  might  see  again. 
For,  ah!  the  friends  he  left  were  dear, 

The  girl  he  loved  was  fair  and  kind, 
And  when  he  dropt  a  glist'ning  tear, 

'Twas  shed  for  those  he  left  behind, 

To  fight  for  fame  and  glorjr. 

But  in  the  battle's  rude  alarms, 

When  ev'ry  danger  flits  around, 
The  thought  of  them  his  bosom  warms, 

And  foremost  in  the  fight  he's  found. 
No  sighs,  no  tears  can  then  molest, 

For  love  with  friendship  thus  combined 
Still  cheers  a  gallant  seaman's  breast, 

Still  animates  a  seaman's  mind 

To  fight  for  fame  and  glory 
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STAND  TO  YOUR  GUNS. 

STAND  to  your  guns  my  hearts  of  oak, 
Let  not  a  word  on  board  be  spoke, 
Victory  soon  will  crown  the  joke; 

be  silent,  and  be  ready, 

Ram  home  your  guns,  and  sponge  them  well, 
Let  us  be  sure  the  balls  will  tell, 
The  cannons'  roar  shall  sound  their  knell; 

Be  steady,  boys,  be  steady 

Not  yet,  nor  yet — reserve  your  fire, 

I  do  desire; Fire! 

Now  the  elements  do  rattle, 

The  gods,  amazed,  behold  the  battle 

A  broadside,  my  boys! 
See  the  blood  in  purple  tide 
Trickle  down  her  battered  side; 
Winged  with  fate  the  bullets  fly; — 
Conquer,  boys,  or  bravely  die, 
Hurl  destruction  on  your  foes, 

She  sinks — huzza! 
To  the  bottom  down  she  goes. 

SWEET  POLL  ADIEU. 

THE  gallant  ship  was  under  weigh, 

When  up  aloft  Tom  Halliard  went 
To  reef  fore-topsail,  seeming  gay, 

While  cruel  grief  his  bosom  rent, 
Think  not  a  sniv'ling  lubber  he, 

From  stem  to  stern  no  lad  more  true, 
And  helm  a-weuther  or  a-lea, 

No  tar  was  e'er  so  blithe  as  he, 
Till  last  he  bade  sweet  PoU  adieu. 

An  enemy  appears  in  sight, 
The  tars  behold  with  gladdened  eyes, 
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Tom  breathed,  ere  they  began  to  fight, 
To  heaven  a  prayer,  for  love  a  sigh! 

Yard  arm  and  yard  arm,  now  they  go, 
While  clouds  of  smoke  obstruct  the  vie* 

Soon  yielding,  strikes  the  crippled  foe, 

But  poor  Tom  Halliard  is  laid  low, 
And  sighs,  in  death,  Sweet  Poll  adieu 

The  news  was  like  the  thunder  dread 

To  Poll — Ah  me!  'twas  sad  to  see, 
And  from  that  hour  her  senses  fled, 

A  frantic  wanderer  is  she. 
Oft  on  the  rocky  beach  she'll  stray, 

Where  fancy  paints  her  love  so  true, 
As,  on  that  morning,  forced  away, 
Which  was  to  bring  their  wedding-day, 

He  faintly  sighed:— Sweet  Poll,  adieu. 

THE  WORN  OUT  TAR 

THE  ship  was  now  in  sight  of  land, 

And  crowds  from  shore  with  joy  did  hail  h*r 
The  happy  hour  was  now  at  hand, 

When  each  sweet  lass  would  see  her  sailor 
How  gallantly  she  ploughs  her  way, 

To  England's  shore  returning  back; 
And  every  heart  is  light  and  gay, 

Except  the  heart  of  honest  Jack 

For  he  was  old,  his  frame  was  worn, 

His  cheek  had  lost  its  manly  hue; 
Unlike  his  glory's  rising  rnorn, 

When  big  with  hope,  his  fancy  grew. 
Yet  was  his  heart  as  firm  and  true, 

In  his  loved  country's  cause,  as  warm 
As  when  he  cheered  his  gallant  crew 

To  face  the  foe  or  brave  the  storm. 
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HOW  HAPPY  IS  THE  SAILOR'S  LIFE. 

How  happy  is  the  sailors  life, 

From  coast  to  coast  to  roam; 
In  every  port  he  finds  a  wife, 
In  every  land  a  home. 
He  loves  to  range, 
He's  no  where  strange, 
He  ne'er  will  turn  his  back 
To  friend  or  foe; 
No,  masters,  no; 
My  life  for  honest  Jack. 

He  loves  to  range,  &c- 

If  saucy  foes  dare  make  a  noise, 

And  to  the  sword  appeal, 
We'll  out,  and  quickly  larn  'em  boys, 
With  whom  they  have  to  deal. 
We  know  no  craft, 
But  fore  and  aft 
Lay  on  our  strokes  amain; 
Then  if  they're  stout, 
For  t'other  bout, 
We'll  drub  'em  o'er  again. 

We  know  no  craft,  &c. 

Or  fair  or  foul  let  fortune  blow, 

Our  hearts  are  never  dull; 
The  pocket  that  to-day  ebbs  low, 
To-morrow  shall  be  full. 
For  if  so  be, 
We  want,  d'ye  see, 
A  pluck  of  this  here  stuff, 
In  Indi — a 
And  Americ — a 
We're  sure  to  find  enough, 

For  if  so  be,  fcc. 
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THE  SAILOR'S  NOTION. 

POOR  Savage  compared  a  lost  friend  to  the  eye, 

When  losing,  by  accident,  t'other 
Soon  wept  itself  blind,  thus  poor  Bob  would  descry 

The  duty  friends  owe  to  each  other; 
Now  he  may  be  right,  yet  as  I  think  he's  wrong: 

I'll  tell  ye  dear  messmates,  my  notion,- 
Though,  perhaps,  'twould  do  better  'Art  prose  than  in 
song, 

Were  not  we  jolly  tars  from  the  ocean, 
So  my  notion  is  this,  a  true  lad  being  dead, 

Who  through  life  acts  the  man  we  first  find  him, 
Leaving  grief  to  the  women,  a  tear  or  two  shed, 

'Tis  to  cherish  the  wife  left  behind  him. 

Sam  Tempest,  you  know,  when    he  saw    his  Poll 

weep, 

Thought  as  how  as  her  heart  was  a-breaking: 
But  scarce  had  the   tar  been  three   nights  on  the 

deep, 
When  Miss  Poll  her  fond  Sam  was  forsaking, 

So  'tian't  the  tears  your  fine  feelings  may  shed, 
Which  prove  that  a  man  does  his  duty, 

Like    preaching  advice,   when  a  shipmate  wants 

bread, 
Such  fellows  give  all  but  their  booty. 

So  my  notion's  this,  &c. 

For  what  the  world  kindness  and  tenderness  call, 

Are  but  the  false  colors  to  pity; 
Sh6's  an  angel;  but  those,  why  they're  nothing  at  all 

But  shoals  to  betray  the  unwitty. 
A  true  friend,  my  lads,  like  the  oak  in  our  ship, 

Should  be  mellow'd  by  age  to  prove  steady; 
Then,  too  tough  to  warp,  if  luck  gives  you  the  slip, 

To  serve  you  he'll  ever  prove  ready, 
So  my  notion's  this,  such  a  one  being  dead, 

Who  through  life,  &» 
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THE  FORECASTLE  SAILOR. 

THE  wind  blew  a  blast  from  the  northward, 

When  we  steered  from  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope 
The  sky  looked  quite  pitchy  and  wayward, 

And  the  sea  o'er  our  weather  bow  broke. 
The  boatswain  piped  all  hands  to  bail  her, 

And  I  came  down  the  back  stay  so  glib; 
For  I  am  a  forecastle  sailor, 

You  may'  see  by  the  cut  of  my  jib. 

Start  my  timbers,  cried  Ned  Junk  of  Dover, 

Plump  to  me,  as  I  landed  on  deck, 
With  us  it  will  scon  be  all  over, 

For  the  Guardian  must  quick  go  to  wreck; 
Well,  well,  we  sha'n't  live  to  bewail  her, 

Cried  I,  and  I  patted  his  rib; 
Come — work  like  a  forecastle  sailor, 

If  I  don't,  the  gale  shiver  my  jib. 

We  were  running  at  nine  knots  an  hour: 

When  'bout  two  leagues  to  leeward  we  spied, 
An  island  of  ice  like  a  tower, 

And  on  it  our  ship  quickly  hied; 
But  now  'twas  no  use  for  to  bail  her. 

The  water  gained  on  her  so  glib; 
So  each  like  a  true  hearted  sailor, 

Waited  for  to  shiver  his  jib. 

Some  took  to  the  boat ,  do  you  mind  me, 

While  some  on  the  vessel's  deck  stood, 
Gried  I,  may  old  Davy  Jones  find  me, 

If  1  sail  from  my  captain  so  good. 
Now  Providence  helped  us  to  bail  her, 

And  we  managed  to  patch  up  her  rib; 
Safe  arrived  is  each  true  hearted  sailor, 

To  rig  up  his  weather  beat  jib. 
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TOM  BOWLING. 

HERE,  a  sheer  hulk,  lies  poor  Tom  Bowing, 

The  darling  of  our  crew; 
No  more  he'll  hear  the  tempest  howling, 

For  death  has  broach'd  him  too; 
His  form  was  of  the  manliest  beauty, 

His  heart  was  kind  and  soft; 
Faithful  below  he  did  his  duty, 

And  now  he's  gone  aloft. 

Tom  never  from  his  word  departed, 

His  virtues  were  so  rare; 
His  friends  were  many  and  true  hearted, 

His  Poll  was  kind  and  fair. 
And  then  he'd  sing  so  blithe  and  jolly, 

Ah!  many's  the  time,  and  oft! 
But  mirth  is  turned  to  melancholy, 

For  Tom  is  gone  aloft. 

Yet  shall  poor  Tom  find  pleasant  weather, 

When  He  who  all  commands, 
Shall  give,  to  call  life's  crew  together, 

The  word  to  pipe  all  hands. 
Thus  death,  who  kings  and  tars  despatches, 

In  vain  Tom's  life  has  dofTd, 
For  though  his  body's  under  hatches, 

His  soul  is  gone  aloft. 

TOM  HALLIARD. 

Now  the  rage  of  battle  ended, 

And  the  foe  for  mercy  call, 
Death  no  more  in  smoke  and  thunder 

Rode  upon  the  vengeful  ball; 
Yet,  what  brave  and  loyal  heroes 

Saw  the  sun  of  morning  bright 
Ah!  condemn'd  by  cruel  fortune, 

Ne'er  to  see  the  star  of  night 
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From  the  main-deck  to  the  quarter, 

Strew'd  with  limbs,  and  wet  with  blood, 
Poor  Tom  Halliard,  pale  and  wounded, 

Crawl'd  where  his  brave  captain  stood. 
"  O  my  noble  captain,  tell  me, 

Ere  I'm  borne  a  corpse  away; 
Have  1  done  a  sean.an's  duty, 

On  this  great,  this  glorious  day? 

"  Tell  a  dying  sailor  truly, 

For  mv  life  is  fleeting  fast, 
Have  I  done  a  sailor's  duty, 

Can  they  aught  my  mem'ry  blast?" 
"Ah!  brave  Tom,"  replied  the  captain, 

"  Thou  a  sailor's  part  hast  done, 
I  revere  thy  wound?  with  sorrow — 

Wounds  by  which  our  glory's  won." 

"  Thanks,  my  captain,  life  is  ebbing 

Fast  from  this  deep  wounded  heart, 
Yet,  0!  grant  me  little  favor 

Ere  I  from  this  worW  depart: 
Bid  some  kind  and  trusty  sailor, 

When  I'm  number'd  with  the  dead, 
For  my  true  and  constant  Cath'rine, 

Cut  a  lock  from  this  poor  head. 

"  Bid  him  to  my  Cath'rine  bear  it, 

Saying,  tier's  alone  I  die; 
Kate  will  keep  the  mournful  present, 

And  embalm  it  with  a  sigh. 
Bid  him,  too,  this  letter  bear  her, 

Which  I've  jjenn'd  with  parting  breatl, 
Kate  will  ponder  on  the  writing, 

When  the  hand  is  cold  in  death." 

"That  I  will,"  replied  the  captain, 
"  And  be  ever  Catherine's  friend  ;•' 
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•«  Thanks,  my  good,  my  great  commander 
Now  my  pains,  my  sorrows  end." 

Mute  towards  the  captain  weeping, 
Tom  upraised  a  thankful  eye; 

Grateful  then  his  feet  embracing, 
Sunk  with  "  Kate"  on  his  last  sigh. 

Who,  that  saw  a  scene  so  mournful, 

Could  without  a  tear  depart? 
He  must  own  a  savage  nature, 

Pity  never  warm'd  his  heart. 
Now  in  his  while  hammock  shrouded, 

By  the  kind  and  pensive  crew; 
As  they  dropp'd  him  in  the  ocean, 

All  sigh'd  out  "  Poor  Tom,  adieu." 

THE  PIRATE  LOVER. 

THOU  art  gone  from  thy  lover, 

Thou  lord  of  the  sea! 
The  illusion  is  over 

That  bound  me  to  thee ; 
I  cannot  regret  thee, 

Tho'  dearest  thou  wert, 
Nor  can  I  forget  thee, 

Thou  lord  of  my  heart. 

I  lov'd  thee  too  dearly 

To  hate  thee  and  live, 
I  am  blind  to  the  brightest 

My  country  can  give; 
But  I  cannot  behold  thee 

In  plunder  and  gore, 
And  thy  Minna  can  fold  thee 

In  fondness  no  more. 

Far  over  the  billow 
Thy  black  vessel  rides; 
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The  wave  is  thy  pillow, 

Thy  pathway  the  tides; 
Thy  cannons  are  pointed. 

Thy  red  flag  on  high, 
Thy  crew  are  undaunted, 

But  yet  thou  must  die. 

I  thought  thou  wert  brave, 

As  the  sea  kings  of  old; 
But  thy  heart  is  a  slave 

And  a  victim  to  gold. 
My  faith  can  be  plighted 

To  none  but  the  free; 
Thy  low  heart  has  blighted 

My  fond  hopes  in  thee 

I  will  not  upbraid  thee; 

I  leave  thee  to  bear 
The  shame  thou  hast  made  thae, 

Its  danger  and  care: 
As  thy  banner  is  streaming 

Far  over  the  sea, 
0!  my  fond  heart  is  dreaming 

And  breaking  for  thee. 

My  heart  thou  hast  broken, 

Thou  lord  of  the  wave! 
Thou  hast  left  me  a  token 

To  rest  in  my  grave: 
Tho'  false,  mean  and  cruel, 

Thou  still  must  be  dear, 
And  thy  name,  like  a  jewel. 

Be  treasured  up  here. 

HARRY  BLUFF. 

WHEN  a  boy,  Harry   Bluff  left  his  friends  and   hu 

home, 
And  his  dear  native  land,  o'er  the  ocean  to  roam; 
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Like  a  sapling  he  sprung,  he  was  fair  to  the  view, 
He  was  true  Yankee  oak,  boys,  the  older  he  grew. 
Tho'  his  body  was  weak,  and  his  hands  they  were  soft, 
When  the  signal  was  giv'n,  hje  the  first  went  aloft; 
The  veterans  all  cry'd,  he'll  one  ckiy  lead  the  van, 
For  tho'  rated  a  boy,  he'd  the  soul  of  a  man, 
And  the  heart  of  a  true  Yankee  sailor. 

When  to  manhood  promoted  and  burning  for  fame, 
Still  in  peace  or  in  war,  Harry  Bluff  was  the  same, 
So  true  to  his  love,  and  in  battle  so  brave, 
The  myrtle  and  laurel  entwin'd  o'er  his  grave. 
For  his  country  he  fell,  when  by  victory  crown'd, 
The  flag  shot  away,  fell  in  tatters  around, 
The  foe  thought  he'd  struck,  but  he  sung  out  avast* 
And  Columbia's  colors  he  nail'd  to  the  mast, 
And  died  like  a  true  Yankee  sailor. 


THE  MINUTE  GUN   AT  SEA. 

LET  him  who  sighs  in  sadness  here, 
Rejoice  and  know  a  friend  is  near; 
What  heav'nly  sounds  are  those  I  hear? 
What  being  comes  the  gloom  to  cheer? 
When  in  the  storm  on  Albion's  coast, 
The  night-watch  guards  his  weary  post, 

From  thoughts  of  danger  free; 
He  marks  some  vessel's  dusky  form, 
And  hears,  amid  the  howling  storm, 

The  minute  gun  at  sea. 

Swift  on  the  shore  a  hardy  few, 

The  life-hoat  man,  with  a  gallant,  gallant  cre*r, 

And  dare  the  dang'rous  wave; 
Through  the  wild  surf  they  cleave  their  way, 
Lost  in  the  foam,  nor  know  dismay, 

For  they  go  the  crew  to  save. 
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But  oh,  what  rapture  fills  each  breast, 

Of  the  Hapless  crew  of  the  ship  distress*^ 

Then  landed  safe,  what  joys  to  tell, 

Of  all  the  dangers  that  befell. 

Then  is  heard  no  more, 

By  the  watch  on  the  shore, 

The  minute  gun  at  sea. 

CONSTITUTION  AND  GUERRIERE. 

TUNE — '  Landlady  of  France.' 

IT  oft-tirnes  has  been  told 

That  the  British  seame«  bold, 
Could  flog  the  tars  of  France  so  neat  and  handy  O, 

But  they  never  found  (heir  match, 

Till  the  Yankees  did  them  catch, 
Oh!  the  Yankee  boys  for  fighting  are  the  dandy  O. 

The  Guerriere,  a  frigate  bold, 

On  the  foaming  ocean  roll'd, 
Commanded  by  proud  Dacres,  the  grandee  0; 

With  choice  of  British  crew, 

As  a  rammer  ever  drew, 
They  could  flog  the  Frenchmen  two  to  one  so  handy  O. 

When  this  frigate  bore  in  view, 

Says  proud  Dacres  to  his  crew, 
Come  clear  the  ship  for  action  and  be  harrdy  0; 

To  the  weather-gage  boys  get  hor, 

And  to  make  his  men  fight  better, 
Gave  them  to  drink,  gunpowder,  mixed  with  brandy  O 

Then  Dacves  loudly  cries, 

Make  this  Yankee  ship  your  prize, 
You  can  in  thirty  minutes,  neat  and  handy  O; 

Thirty-five's  enough  I'm  sure, 

And  if  you'll  do  it  in  a  score, 
I'll  treat  you  to  a  double  share  of  brandy  O 
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The  British  shot  flew  hot, 

Whi'ch  the  Yankees  answered  not, 
Till  they  got  within  the  distance  they  call'd  handy  O, 

Now,  says  Hull  unto  his  crew, 

Boys,  let's  see  what  we  can  do, 
If  we  take  this  boasting  Briton  we're  the  dandy  3. 

The  first  broadside  we  pour'd, 

Carried  their  main-mast  by  the  board, 
Which  made  this  lofty  frigate  look  abandon'd,  O; 

Then  Dacres  shook  his  head, 

And  to  his  officers  he  said, 
Lord,  I  didn't  think  these  Yankees  were  so  ha-ndy  O 

Our  second  told  so  well, 

That  their  fore  and  mizen  fell, 
Which  dous'd  the  royal  ensign  so  handy  O; 

By  George,  says  he,  we're  done, 

And  they  fired  a  lee  gun, 
While  the  Yankees  struck  up  Yankee  doodle  dandy  0 

Then  Dacres  came  on  board, 

To  deliver  up  his  sword. 
Loth  was  he  to  part  with  it,  it  was  so  handy  O; 

Oh,  keep  your  sword,  says  Hull, 

For  it  only  makes  you  dull, 
So  cheer  up,  come,  let  us  take  a  little  brandy  O. 

Come  fill  your  glasses  full, 

And  we'll  drink  to  Captain  Hull, 
And  so  merrily  we'll  push  about  the  brandy  0; 

John  Bull  may  toast  his  fill, 

Let  the  world  say  what  they  will, 
But  the  Yankee  boys  for  fighting  are  the  dandy  O. 


BAY  OF  BISCAY,  O. 

Loun  roar'd  the  dreadful  thunder 
The  rain  a  deluge  show'rs; 
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The  clouds  were  rent  asunder, 
By  lightning's  vivid  powers. 

The  night  both  drear  and  dark; 
Our  poor  devoted  bark, 
Till  next  day, 
There  she  lay, 

In  the  Bay  of  Biscay  0! 

Now  dash'd  upon  the  billows, 

Our  op'ning  timbers  creak — 
Each  fears  a  wat'ry  pillow, 
None  stops  the  dreadful  leak. 

To  climb  the  slippery  shrouds, 
Each  breathless  seaman  crowds, 
As  she  lay, 
Till  the  day, 

In  the  Bay  of  Biscay  O! 

At  length  the  wish'd  for  morrow, 

Broke  through  the  hazy  sky; 
Absorb'd  in  silent  sorrow, 
Each  heav'd  the  bitter  sigh! 
The  dismal  wreck  to  view 
Struck  borrow  to  the  crew, 
As  she  lay, 
On  that  day, 
In  the  Bay  of  Biscay  O! 

Her  yielding  timbers  sever, 

Her  pitchy  seams  are  rent; 
When  Heaven,  all  bounteous  ever, 
Its  boundless  mercy  sent — 
A  sail  in  sight  appears, 
We  hail  her  with  three  cheers! 
Now  we  sail 
With  the  gale, 
From  the  Bay  of  Biscay  Ol 
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YANKEE  TRUE  BLUE 

WHEN  the  drum  beats  to  arms  each  bold  Yankee  tar 

Bids  farewell  to  his  girl,  wife,  or  friend, 
Courageously  flies  to  the  dangers  of  war, 

His  country  and  home  to  defend; 
His  heart  burns  for  victory,  honor  and  gain, 

Determined  his  foes  to  subdue, 
Thus  flies  to  the  bulwarks  that  sails  on  the  main. 

None  equal  the  courage  of  true  blue. 

How  nohl*)  is  the  sight  of  our  gallant  fleet, 

As  on  ocean  their  course  they  do  steer, 
Each  true  Yankee  tar  longs  his  enemy  to  meet, 

No  storms  nor  no  dangers  does  fear; 
His  heart  burns  for  victory,  for  honor  and  gain, 

Determined  his  foes  to  subdue,    . 
Thus  flies  to  the  bulwarks  that  sails  on  the  main. 

None  can  equal  the  courage  of  true  blue. 

If  our  enemies  should  dare  for  to  meet  us  once  more, 

Like  lightning  to  our  quarters  we'll  fly, 
Like  thunder  in  the  air  our  great  guns  they  shall  roar 

Determined  to  conquer  or  die; 
Our  officers  and  tars,  they  are  valiant  and  brave, 

Our  commodores  courageous  and  true, 
They  die  by  their  guns,  their  rights  to  maintain, 

None  can  equal  the  courage  of  true  blue. 

If  yard  arm  and  yard  arm  alongside  of  our  foes, 

Our  strong  floating  batteries  should  lie, 
If  our  enemies  should  sink  and  chance  down  to  go, 

To  our  boats  then  we  instantly  rlj7; 
In  ume  of  distress  all  assistance  we  give, 

All  dangers  we  eagerly  pursue, 
Our  foes  for  to  save  from  their  watery  grave, 

None  can  equal  the  courage  of  true  blue. 

vVhen  our  prize  we  have  taken  and  made  her  our  own, 
To  some  port  our  ship  gloriously  steers. 
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When  the  harbor  we've   gained  and  arrived  safe  at 
home, 

We  give  our  commander  three  cheers. 
We  drin-k  a  good  health  to  our  kind  loving  wives, 

And  each  pretty  girl  that's  constant  and  true; 
Now  this  is  the  way  that  we  spend  our  lives, 

None  can  equal  the  courage  of  true  blue. 

OUR  COUNTRY  IS  OUR  SHIP 

OUR  country  is  our  ship  d'ye  see, 
And  a  gallant  vessel  too, 
And  of  the  honor  puoud  is  he, 
Who  is  one  of  its  noble  crew. 
Each  man  whate'er  his  station  be, 
When  duty's  call  commands 

Will  take  his  stand, 

And  lend  a  hand 
The  common  cause  to  defend. 

In  peace  or  war  'tis  the  same  it's  true, 

We  quarrel  and  make  a  rout, 

And  having  nothing  else  to  do, 

We  fairly  fight  it  out. 

But  once  the  enemy  in  view, 

Shake  hands  and  then  we  are  friends, 

On  the  deck, 

Till  a  wreck, 
The  common  cause  to  defend. 


THE  BOLD  ONTARIO 

Tt  B  Boatswain  pipes  all  hands  on  board, 

Merrily,  merrily,  cherrily, 
And  every  heart  with  valor  stor'd 

To  meet  the  foe  right  merrily. 
Our  sails  unfurl'd,  we  catch  the  breeze. 

Hurrah,  my  lads,  right  merrily, 
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And  while  we  sail  o'er  foaming  seas, 

Merrily,  merrily,  cherrily, 
Whilst  every  seaman  sings  yeo  heave  ho 

On  board  of  the  bold  Ontario. 

Whilst  every,  Jtc. 

A  sail!  a  sail,  appears  in  sight, 

Merrily,  merrily,  cherrily, 
Down  hammocks,  down!  prepare  for  fight, 

We'll  meet  the  foe  right  merrily; 
A  shot  is  fired,  we  bring  her  too, 

Huzzah  my  lads  right  merrily, 
Thro'  smoke  and  fire  we  cut  our  way, 

Merrily,  merrily,  cherrily. 

Whilst  every,  &«. 


THE  LAND  WE  LIVE  IN. 

THE  sparkling  liquor  fills  the  glass, 

And  briskly  round  the  board  it  goes, 
The  toast,  of  course,  our  favorite  lass, 

We'll  drink  confusion  to  our  foes. 
Then  each  in  turn,  the  catch,  the  glee, 

The  song,  the  toast  is  given; 
And  ever  as  it  comes  to  me, 

I  give,  *'  the  land  we  live  in." 
Then  let  us  all  throughout  agree, 
With  a  loud  huzza  and  three  times  three, 

Huzza!  I  give,  the  **  land  we  live  in.** 

Our  Captain  gives — "  The  President,** 

His  bosom  burns  with  valor's  flame, 
And  round  the  deck's  the  toast  is  sent, 

Of  Lawrence  and  Decatur's  fame. 
'*  Our  glorious  land  of  Liberty," 

This  toast  in  tvn  is  ffiven. 
And  ever  as  it  comt,         .IM. 

I  give,  "  The  land  we  live  in,*' 

Then  let  us  all,  &c. 
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Some  folks  may  envy  foreign  parts, 

And  wish  to  gain  a  foreign  shore: 
Why,  let  them  go  with  all  our  hearts, 

We  shall  be  plagued  with  them  no  more. 
Then  while  on  shore,  let's  all  agree, 

The  song,  the  toast,  &c. 

THE  LASS  THAT  LOVES  A  SAILOR. 

THE  moon  on  the  ocean  was  dimm'd  by  a  ripple, 

Affording  a  chequer'd  light; 
The  gay  jolly  tars  pass'd  the  word  for  a  tipple, 
And  the  toast  for  't  was  Saturday  night. 

Some  sweetheart  or  wife, 

He  lov'd  as  his  life, 
Each  drank,  and  wish'd  he  could  hail  her; 

But  the  standing  toast, 

That  pleased  the  most, 

Was  the  wind  that  blows, 

The  ship  that  goes, 
And  the  lass  that  loves  a  sailor. 

Some  drink  the  king,  some  his  brave  ships, 

And  pome  the  Constitution; 
Some,  may  the  French,  and  all  such  rips, 
Yield  to  English  resolution. 

That  fate  might  bless 
Some  Poll  or  Bess, 
And  that  they  soon  might  hail  her; 

But  the  standing  toast,  &C. 

Some  drank  the  prince,  and  some  our  land, 

This  glorious  land  of  freedom; 
Some,  that  our  tans  may  never  want 

Heroes  brave  to  lead  them. 
That  ijhe  who's  in  distress  may  find 

Such  friends  that  ne'er  will  fail  her; 

But  the  standing  toast,  fee. 
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WILL  WATCH,  THE  BOLD  SMUGGLER. 

TWAS  one  morn  when  the  wind  from  the  northward 

blew  keenly, 

While  sullenly  roared  the  big  waves  of  the  main, 
A  famed  smuggler,  Will   Watch,  kissed   his  Sue,  then 

serenely 
Took  helm,  and  to  sea  boldly  steered  out  again. 

Will  had  promised  his  Sue  that  this  trip,  if  well  ended, 
Should  coil  up  his  hopes,  and  he'd  anchor  on  shore; 

When  his  pockets  were  lined,  why  his  life  should  be 

mended, 
The  laws  he  had  broken,  he'd  never  break  more 

His  sea-boat  was  trim,  made  her  port,  took  her  lading, 
Then  Will  stood  for  home,  reached  her  offing,  and 
cried, 

This  night,  if  I've  luck,  furls  the  sails  of  my  trading, 
In  dock  I  can  lay,  serve  a  friend,  too,  beside. 

Will  lay-to  till  the  night  came  on  darksome  and  dreary, 
To  crowd  ev'ry  sail  then  he  piped  up  each  hand; 

But  a  signal  soon  spied,  'twas  a  prospect  uncheery, 
A  signal  that  warned  him  to  bear  from  the  land. 

The  Philistines  are  out,  cries  Will,  well,  take  no  heed 

on't, 
Attack 'd,  who's  the  man  that  will  flinch  from  his 

gun; 
Should  my  head  be  blown  off,  I  shall  ne'er  feel  the 

need  on't, 

We'll  fight  while  we  can,  when  we  can't,  boys,  we'll 
run. 

Through  the  haze  of  the  night,  a  bright  flash  now  ap- 
pearing, 
Oh!  ho!  cries  Will  Watch,  the  Philistines  bear  do^n, 
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Bear-a-foand,  my  tight  lads,  e'er  we  think  about  sheer- 
ing. 

One   broadside   pour  in,   should   we   swim,  boys,  or 
drown. 

But  should  I  be  pop'd  off,  you,  my  mates,  left  behind 

rne, 

Regard  my  last  words,  see  'em  kindly  obeyed, 
Let   no   stone   mark  the  spot,  and,  my  friends,  -lo  you 

mind  me, 

Near  the  beach  is    the   grave    where    Will    Watch 
would  be  laid. 

Poor  Will's  yarn  was  spun  out — for  a  bullet  next  min- 
ute 

Laid  him  low  on  the  deck,  and  he  never  spoke  more; 
His  bold  crew  fought   the   brig  while  a  shot  remained 

in  it, 

Then  sheered — and  Will's  hulk  to  his  Susan  they 
bore. 

In  the  dead  of  the  night  his  last  wish  was  complied 

with, 

To  few  known  his  grave,  and  to  few  known  his  end, 
He  was  borne   to  the  earth   by  the  crew  that  he  died 

with, 

He'd  the  tears  of  his  Susan,  the  prayers  of  each 
friend. 

Near   his  grave  dash*d  the  billows,  the  wind   loudly 

bellows, 
Yon  ash  struck  with  lightning  points  out   the   cold 

bed 

Where  Will  Watch,  the  bold  smuggler,  that  famed  law- 
less fellow, 

Once  feared,  now  forgot,  sleeps  in  peace  with  the 
dead 
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THE  SMUGGLER'S  BRIDE. 
(A  Sequel  to  the  celebrated  Song  of  "  Will  Watch.) 

'TWAS  the  girl   that  Will  Watch,  the  bold  smuggler, 

loved  dearly. 
Heaved  a  sigh,  and  turned  pale,  when  she  heard  ol 

his  death; 

For  ne'er  was  affection  returned  more  sincerely, 
Than  that  by  his  Susan,  while  Susan  had  breath. 

Brave  Will  prized  her  merits  far  more  than  her  beauty, 
Though  Susan  was  lovely  as  lovely  could  be! 

But  merit  with  Will  was  a  jewel  and  duty, 
To  love,  and  to  fight  for,  at  home  or  at  sea. 

Twas  her  hand  tied  his  handkerchief,  when  they  last 

parted; 
*Twas  her  bosom  press'd  his  as  they  stood  on  the 

beach; 
'Twas  his  lips  that  kiss'd  off  the  fond  tear-drop  that 

started, 
And  did  for  his  Susan  each  blessing  beseech! 

Will  swore  nought  in  life  their  attachment  could  sever, 
His  heart  was  his  Susan's  by  land  or  by  sea; 

Yet,  should  it  so  happen  we  now  part  forever, 
Then  wed  some  good  fellow  and  love  him  for  me! 

He  spoke — fled,  and  fought,  aye,  and  died  like  a  man 
too, 

For  Will  was  soon  cut  off,  at  Destiny's  call; 
Yet  the  boast  of  his  crew  is  (and  truly  they  can,  too,) 

How  dearly  Will  Watch  was  beloved  by  them  all! 

The  news  of  his  fate  with  reluctance  and  sorrow, 
The  very  next  day  to  his  Susan  they  bore; 

She  heard  it,  and  frenzy  her  wits  seemed  to  borrow,  — 
She  smiled,  looked  around  her, — but  never  spoke 
more. 
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In   the   grave,  with   the   lad   that  she  both  lived    and 
died  for, 

Were  laid  the  remains  of  the  girl  he  loved  dear; 
And  while  to  his  memory  his  mates  heave  a  sigh  for, 

Each  lover  will  give  to  his  Susan's  a  tear. 

Not  a  flint  marks  the  spot  where  their  bones  lie  en- 
shrouded, 

Yet  the  earth  is  held  sacred  and  dear  by  the  crew; 
And  often,  right  oft,  by  the  moonbeams,  unclouded, 

Is  a  tear  dropped  for  Will,  and  his  Susan  so  true 

TOM  STARBOARD. 

TOM  Starboard  was  a  lover  true, 

As  brave  a  tar  as  ever  sail'd; 
The  duties  ablest  seamen  do 

Tom  did  and  never  yet  had  fail'd. 
But  wreck 'd  as  he  was  homeward  bound, 

Within  a  league  of  New  YorVs  coast, 
Love  saved  him  sure,  from  being  drown'd, 

For  more  than  half  the  crew  were  lost. 

In  fight  Tom  Starboard  knew  no  fear; 

Nay,  when  he  lost  an  arm — resigned, 
Said,  love  for  Nan,  his  only  dear, 

Had  sav'd  his  life,  and  fate  was  kind; 
And  now,  though  wreck 'd,  yet  Tom  return 'd 

Of  all  past  hardships  made  a  joke; 
For  still  his  manly  bosom  burn'd 

With  love — his  heart  was  heart  of  oak! 

His  strength  restor'd,  Tom  nimbly  ran 

To  cheer  his  love,  his  destin'd  bride; 
But  false  report  had  brought  to  Nan, 

Six  months  before,  her  Torn  had  died. 
With  grief  she  daily  pin'd  away, 

No  Bemedy  her  life  could  save; 
And  Tom  arriv'd  the  very  day 

They  laid  his  Nancy  in  the  grave! 
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THE  JOLLY  BUCCANEER. 

I'M  the  good  ship  Revenge,  how  we've  spamVd  through 

the  ocean, 

She's  flush  to  our  purpose,  you  ne'er  saw  the  like; 
Balls  and  bullets  whiz  by,  but  ne'er  cause  an  emotion, 
Till  we're  bowled  down,  boys,  we  never  will  strike, 
Thus  success  and  seaman's  cheer 
Glads  the  jolly  Buccaneer. 

Fond  of  change,  in  all    weathers  and  climates  we're 

roving, 

Now  a  sort  of  hard  tustle,  and  now  a  soft  booze: 
With  the  girls  and  a  fiddle,  sometimes  kind  and  loving, 
See  popped  off  a  messmate,  and  step  in  his  shoes. 
Still  success,  &c. 

Well  stored   now   with  plunder,  at   nine  knots  we're 

steering, 

To  where  copper  fair  ones  will  greet  us  on  shore; 
There  we'll  laugh,  quaff,  and  sing,  and  with  kissing  anC 

swearing, 

Our  cargoes  see  oat,  then  to  sea,  boys,  for  more. 
Still  success,  &c. 

THE  LAST  WHISTLE. 

WHETHER  sailor  or  not,  for  a  moment  avast, 
Poor  Jack's  mizen-topsail  is  laid  to  the  mast; 
He'll  never  turn  out,  or  will  more  heave  the  lead, 
He's  no.v  all  aback,  nor  will  sails  shoot  a-head; 
Yet,   though    worms  gnaw    his  timbers,  his    vessel    a 

wreck, 
When  he  hears  the  last  whistle,  he'll  jump  upon  deck 

Secure  in  his  cabin,  he's  moored  in  the  grave, 
Nor  hears  any  more  the  loud  roar  of  the  wave; 
Pressed  by  death  he  is  sent  to  the  tender  below, 
Where  lubbers  and  seamen  must,  every  one  go; 
Yet  though  worms,  &c 
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With  his  frame   a  mere   hulk,  and    his    reck'ning   on 

board, 

At  last  he  dropt  down  to  mortality's  road; 
With  Eternity's  ocean  before  him  in  view, 
He  cheerfully  piped  out — my  messmates  adieu; 

Yet  though  worms,  &c. 


POOR  TOM. 

Go  patter  to  paper  sculls,  saps,  d'ye  see, 

With  your  time-serving  cant,  and  the  like; 
A  clear  head,  a  true  heart,  and  sound  bottom  for  me, 

And  to  no  such  palaver  I'll  strike, 
For,  in  dove-like  disguise,  though  the  hawk  or  the  kite 

May  cajole  the  whole  pigeon-house  brood, 
Little  time  will  discover  how  close  he  can  bite 

When  they  find  he  plucks  pigeons  for  food; 
Then  avast,  have  a  care,  when  you  veer  out  advice, 

The  right  capstern  you're  winding  it  from, 
For,  unless  to  your  windpipe  your  heart  you  can  splice, 

You  may  pipe  till  you're  dumb  for  poor  Tom. 

I,  for  pelf,  might  pretend  that  I'd  found  out  the  way 

How  to  lend  a  lame  conscience  a  crutch, 
And  such  lingo  launch  out,  both  to  coil  and  belay, 

That,  you'd  think  me,  good  lord,  a  non-such; 
Full  of  sweet  little  maxims,  touched  up  to  a  T, 

About  matters  aloft  and  below, 
And  of  cherubs  perched  up,  like  magpies  in  a  tree, 

On  the  maintop,  to  take  us  in  tow: 
But  of  what's  done  above  stairs  no  knowledge  I  claim, 

Nor  can  I  overhaul  what's  to  come; 
And  the  lale  of  a  prophet,  when  profit's  his  aim, 

Is  the  tale  of  a  tub  to  Poor  Tom. 

When  I  hear  Doctor  Stuffgut  intemperance  decry, 
While  his  table,  from  skies,  earth  and  sea. 
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Is  decked  out  with  dainties, — siwe  that's  all  my  eye, 

And  h-is  flock,  too,  what  flats  they  must  be, 
To  be  gulled  by  a  thumb-cushion  swab,  one  and  all, 

When  if  service  that  moment  was  o'er, 
He'd  soon  turn  his  back  on  St.  Peter  and  Paul 

For  the  haunch  of  a  buck  or  a  boar; 
As  the  cherubs  for  him  are  the  loaves  and  the  fish. 

And  for  those  at  the  mouth  he  will  foam; 
But  with  Benjamin's  mess  let  him  pile  up  his  dish, 

A  brown  biscuit,  well  earned,  for  Poor  Tom. 

Since  life's  but  a  span,  to  improve  every  inch, 

Let  the  tongue  from  the  heart  never  trip, 
And,  though  poverty's  gripe  the  best  cable  may  pinch. 

Never  once  Jet  the  sheet-anchor  slip; 
And,  as  to  fine  stories,  to  answer  fine  ends, 

'Tis  no  matter  who  tells  or  who  sings, 
The  best  little  cherub  a  mortal  befriends 

Is  a  conscience  that  guilt  never  stings; 
So  when,  like  poor  Davy,  wash'd  off  from  the  deck, 

My  old  hulk  I  at  last  must  pack  from, 
With   the   best  birth  in   view,  let  me  spring  fiom  the 
wreck, 

And  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  for  Tom. 


BLOW  HIGH,  BLOW  LOW 

BLOW  high,  blow  low,  let  tempests  tear 

The  main-mast  by  the  board, 
My  heart  with  thoughts  of  thee,  my  dear, 

And  love  well  stor'd, 
Shall  brave  all  danger,  scorn  all  fear, 

The  roaring  wind,  the  raging  sea, 
In  hopes,  on  shore,  to  be  once  more 

Safe  moored  with  tfoee. 
Aloft  while  mountains  high  we  go, 

The  whistling  winds  that  scud  along, 
And  the  surge  roaring  from  below 
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Shall  my  signal  be  to  think  on  thee 
And  this  shall  be  my  song: 

Blow  high,  blow  low,  &c. 

And  on  that  night,  when  all  the  crew 
The  memory  of  their  former  lives. 

O'er  flowing  cans  of  flip,  renew, 

And  drink  their  sweethearts  and  their  wive», 

I'll  heave  a  sigh  and  think  of  thee, 
And  as  the  ship  rolls  through  the  sea 

The  burthen  of  my  song  shall  be, 

Blow  high,  Blow  low,  fee. 


NAUTICAL  PHILOSOPHY. 

ONE  night  came  on  a  hurricane — 

The  sea  was  mountains  rolling — 
When  Barney  Bunt  line  turned  his  quid, 

And  cried  to  Billy  Bowline — 
**  There's  a  sou'-wester  coming  Billy, 

Don't  ye  hear  it  roar  now? 
Lord  help  'em,  how  I  pities  them 

Unhappy  folks  on  shore  now. 

Fool-hardy  chaps  as  lives  in  towns, 

What  dangers  they  are  all  in — 
At  night  lie  quaking  in  their  beds, 

For  fear  the  roof  will  fall  in — 
Poor  creatures,  how  they  envies  us, 

And  wishes,  I've  a  notion, 
For  our  good  luck  in  such  a  storm, 

To  be  upon  the  ocean. 

Now,  as  to  them  that's  out  all  day 
On  business  from  their  houses, 

And  kite  at  night  are  walking  home, 
To  cheer  their  babes  and  spouses, 

While  you  and  I,  upon  the  deck, 
Are  comfortably  lying, 
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